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Mrs. Elizabeth Rowe. 


Nec tua, preter te, chartis intexere quiſquam 
Facla queat, dictis ut non majora fager 


* RS. ErtizanBsTH Rowe, not more 
. N admired for her fine writings by the 
K 


M ingenious that did not know her, than 
"os 

tance, for the many amiable qualities 
KKK of her heart, was born at T/chefter in 


Somerſetſhire, Sept. 11. 1674. being the eldeſt of three 
daughters of Mr. Walter Singer, a N of a good 
_— and Mrs, Elizabeth Portnell, both of them per- 


ſons of very * worth and piety. Mr. Singer Was 
not a ative of the town now- mentioned, nor aa 7#- 


W-25itant, before his impriſonment there for his non- 
Vor. I. i 2 conformity 


eſteemed and loved by all her acquain- - 
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copformity in the reign of King Charles IT. Mrs. Pore- 
nell thinking herſelf obliged to viſit thoſe that ſuffered 
for the fake of a good conſcience, as a teſtimony of 
her regard, not to them only, but alſo to our common 
Lord, agreeably to the repreſentation he himſelf makes 
of ſuch kind and Chriſtian offices: It was from hence 
that acquaintance firſt commenced between theſe tao 
virtuous and well-pair'd minds, which afterwards pro- 
ceeded to a union that death alone could diſſolve. And 
this it did too ſoon for the mournful ſurvivar, if the 
tendereſt affection might be judge, and for the world, 
which can badly bear to loſe any, and much more ſuch 
eminent examples of virtue and religion in the ſeveral 
ſceres and relations of life. Till her death Mr. Singer 
reſided at IIcbeſter, but not long after removed into the 
ne ghbourhood of Frome in the ſame county, where he 
became fo well knows and diſtinguiſhed for his good 
ſenſe, primitive int rity, ſimplicity of manners, un- 
common prudence, activity and faithtulneſs in diſcharg- 
ing the duties of his ſtation, inflexible adherence to his 
principles, and at the ſame time truly catholic ſpirit, as 
to be held in high efteem, even by perſons of ſuperior 
rank: My Lord Weymouth, who was reckoned a very 
good judge of men, not only writing to him, but ho- 
nouring him with his viſits; as did the devout Biſhop 
Kenn very frequently, ſometimes once a week; ſuch a 
charm is there in unaffected goodneſe, and fo natural- 
ly do kindred fouls, warmed and actuated by the ſame 
heavenly paſſion, and purſuing the ſame glorious end, 
run and mingle jogether, with the greateſt pleaſure, al- 
ter they are once acquainted, notwithſtanding any acci- 
dental diverſity of ſentiments in ſome ſmaller things. 


1 


Mz. Singer was religiouſly inclined, as he ſaid bim- 
ſelf, when about ten years old, and never from that 
time neglefed prayer; and, as far as he knew his own 
heart, had Gaterely endeavoured to keep a good con- 
ſcience; and he died as he had lived, April 18. 1719. 
full of that ble ſſed calm and peace of miad, and humble 

9 confidence 


Mrs. ELIZABETH RowWE. ' ili 
confidence in the mercy of God, th ugh a Redeemer, 
which a long courſe of active virtue, and conſtant lively 
devotion, joined with the moſt generous and exalted 
ideas of the divine goodneſs, free from all mixtures of 
a gloomy, ſullen ſuperſtition, may be expected to pro- 
duce. A worthy and intimate friend of his, and witneſs 
to the heroic.and Chriſtian manner in which he finiſhed 
life, obſerves, that he ſettled his affairs, and took leave 
of the world with the ſame freedom and compoſure, as 
if he had been ſetting out on a journey; was —— 
y careſul that the widows and orphans, with whoſe con- 
cerns he was intruſted, might not be injured after he 
was gone; converſed, tho* under great bodily diforders, 
with thoſe that came to ſee him, who were not a few, 
in the eaſieſt, freeſt manner ; ſpeat his time 1n praiſin 
and bleſſing God, and praying to kim, and giving go 
counſel to thoſe about him; ſhewed an uncommon ſweet- 
neſs and patience in his behaviour; and was exceedin 
thankful to thoſe who did the leaſt thing for him, tho 
they owed him a great deal more. In a memorandum 
relating to her father's laſt fickneſs and death, Mrs. 
Powe herſelf hath theſe words, My father eften felt bis 
pulſe, and complained that 'twas flill regular, and JmiPd 
at every ſymptom of approaching death: He would be. of- 
ten crying out, Come, Lord Jeſus, come quickly; Come, ye 
holy angels, that rejoice at the conver/ion of a ſinner, 
come and conduct my foul to the ſties, ye itious ſpirits ; 
and then would add, But thy time, Lord, not mine, is heft. 
If I way uſe the expreſſion, how lovely and tempting 
is ſuch a death! What an inſtance of the power of re- 
ligion, and the true dignity of human nature, when 
raiſed and ſupported by the grace of God, and the hope 
of immortality! The fight was ſo affecting, that a per- 
fon liſted among the free-rhinkers of the age, as they 
are pleaſed to compliment themſelves, being preſent, 
was exceedingly ſtruck with it, aud ready to ſay, Alme/? 
thou perſuadeft me to be a Chriflianz as every one who 
nightly conſiders ſuch examples, and how naturally the 
«riſe out of the principles of the goſpel, firmly believ l 

h a 2 an 


a — - 0 * == 


iv A<O+S LEE of - . 

and ſteadily praftiſed upon, muſt be zntirely perſuaded 
pleaſing imagination, but a moſt ſacred truth, which 
all that allow it to be the former, have reaſon to wiſh 
it may prove; and which no man that wiſhes it to be 
true, fo. far as to examine the evidences of it with can- 
dor and ſincerity, can pronounce to be falſe. 


| by them ; 1 to embrace it, not merely as 4 


Tnosk who were acquainted with Mrs. Rowe in her 
childiſh years, could not but have obſerved a great many 
things not common in that age of life, which promiſed 
the bright day that afterwards enſued ; and it muſt have 
been with peculiar ſatisfaction that Mr. Singer, in whom 

ental affection conſpired with a penetrating diſcern- 
ment to heighten the pleaſure, beheld the early dawnings 
of a great and good mind in his charming daughter, 


Wur n ſhe received the firſt ſerious impreſſions of re- 


ligion, does not appear; not unlikely it might be as 
Joon as ſhe was capable of it, at once perceiving her 
obligations to the Author of her being; and, in the 
ſame meaſure as her opening reaſon diſcovered theſe to 


her, feeling the force of them. A lady of character 


for good ſenſe and piety, who began her life with her, 
bins ſo; and in one of her pious addreſſes ſhe her- 
ſelf thus ſpeaks to God. My infant hands were earl 
2 up to thee, aud I ſoon learned to know and acknows- 
ledge the Ged of my fathers. To this, with a prudent 
and pious education, the felicity of her natural diſpoſi- 


tion, under the heavenly influence, conſpired ; for tho“ 


ſhe had an unuſual ſprightlineſs in her temper, which 
held out to the laſt, yet ſhe was at the ſame time bleſt 
with a turn of mind to noble and elevated. ſubjects, 


that gave her a high reliſh for the pleaſures of de. 


votion. 
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Takt is ſo great a ſimilitude between pu and 
eoetry, as being each of them a pleaſing and judicious 

imitation of nature, and depending upon the beauty 

and ſtrength of the imagination, that 'tis no way ſur- 
priſing, one who poſſeſſed this faculty in fo high a de- 
gree of perfection, did very early diſcover an inclina- 
tion to theſe two ſiſter arts; which have often the ſame 
followers, perhaps always, the ſame admirers, it having 
been, I believe, ſeldom known that thoſe who have ex- 
celled in one of theſe arts, have not, at leaſt, had a taite 
for the charms of the other, and been qualified to judge 
of its beauties, whether they have made any attempts 
in it or no. : 


Sue lov'd the pencil when ſhe had- hardly ſtrength 
and ſteadineſs of hand ſufiicient to guide it; and in her 
infancy (one may almoſt venture to ſay fo) would 
ſqueeze out. the juices of herbs. to ſerve her inſtead of 
colours. Mr. Singer perceiving her fondneſs for this art, 
was at the expence of a maſter to inſtru her in it; 
and it never ceaſed to be her amuſement at times, and 
a very innocent one it was, *till her death. Perhaps 
(faith an ingenious gentleman, who knew her perfectl 
well) ſhe liked it the better for the opportunities it 
yielded her of pleaſuring her friends with preſents of 
the beſt of her drawings, and therein gratifying her 
beneſicent diſpoſition; for ſhe kept very few of them 
herſelf, and theſe only ſuch as ſhe judg2d unworthy the 
acceptance of any one elſe. 


Su was alſo, what every one acquainted with her 
writings will ſuppoſe of ſuch a well-tun'd ſoul, very 
much delighted with mu/c; chiefly of the grave and 
ſolemn kind, as belt ſuited to the grandeur of her ſen- 
timents, and the ſublimity of her devotion. 


Bur her ſtrongeſt bent was to poetry and auriting. 
Poetry indeed was her favourite employment, in youth 
her moſt diſtinguiſhing excellence. So prevalent was 

*** her 
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her genius this way, that her very proſe hath all che 
charms of verſe, without the fetters; the ſame fire and 
elevation, the ſame bright images, bold figures, rich 
and flowing dition. She could hardly write a familiar 
letter but it bore the ftamp of the poet. One of her 
acquaintance remembers to have heard her ſay, ſhe be- 
gan towrite verſes at twelve years old, which was almoſt 
as ſoon as ſhe could write at all. In the year 1695. the 
the 22d of her age, a collection of her poems on various 
occaſions. was publiſhed at the defire of two of her 
friends, which we may ſuppoſe did not contain all that 
ſhe had by her, ſince the ingenious prefacer gives the 
reader to live that the 'author might in a little while 
be prevailed with to oblige the world with a /econd 
part, no way inferior to the former. 


Taz occafion of her poetical name, Philomel/a, which 
from this time ſhe was known by to the world, and 
whether ſhe aſſumed it herſelf, or was complimented 
with it by her friends, I have not been able to learn. 
The latter is moſt probable, and that it was given her 
at the publication of her poems, before which her mo- 
deſty not conſenting that her own name ſhould appear, 
this was ſubſtituted in the room of it, as bearing a wy 
eaſy allufion to it, and happily expreſſing the ſoftneſs 
— harmony of her verſes, not leſs ſoothing and melo- 


dious than the ſtrains of the aighringale, when from 


ſome leafy ſhade ſhe fills the w 
plaints. | 


Tno' many of theſe poems are of the religious kind, 
and all of them conſiſtent with the ſtricteſt regard to the 
rules of virtue; yet ſome things in them gave her no 

little uneaſineſs in advanced life. To a mind that had fo 
intirely ſubdued its paſſi6ns, or devoted them to the ho- 
nour of its Maker, and indued with the tendereſt mora/ 
fen/e, what lie could not abſolutely approve, appeared 
unpardonable; and, not fatisfied to have done nothing 


that injured the ſacred cauſe of virtue, ſhe was r 
| | wit 


with her melancholy 
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with herſelf for havidg writ any thing that did not di- 


rectly promote it. How were it to be wiſhed, that 
none of our celebrated poets had any thing worſe to an- 
ſwer for than the harmleſs gayeties of a youthful muſe, 


for which too they had atoned by a more ſerious and 


inſtructive compoſitions; or, that after all the guilt they 
had contracted, by corrupting the manners of the age 
wich their looſe productions, they were conſcious but of 
half the remorſe the virtuous Philomela felt, for what 
no ingenious reader will impute as a reproach to her 


memory. 


Waar firſt introduced her into the notice of the no- 
ble family at L-ngleate, was a little copy of verſes of 
her's, with which V were ſo highly delighted, as to 
expreſs a curioſity to ſee her; and the friendſhip that 
commenced from that time, ſubſiſted ever after; not 
more to her honour, who was the favourite of perſons 
ſo much ſuperior to her in the outward diſtinctions of 
life, than to the praiſe of their judgment and taſte who 
knew how to prize, and took a-pleaſure to cheriſh ſuch 
blooming worth. She was not then twenty. Her para- 
phraſe of the 38th chapter of Fob was writ at the re- 
queſt of Biſhop Kern, who was entertained in that fa- 
mily, and gained her a great deal of reputation. 


Sus had no other tutor for the French and Italian 
languages, that the honourable Mr. Thynne, ſon to the 
Lord Viſcount Weymouth, who willingly took that taſk . 
upon himſelf, and had the pleaſure to fee his fair 
ſcholar improve ſo faſt under his leſſons, that in a few 
months ſhe was able to read 74% Feru/alem with 
great caſe, 


Hen ſhining ment, with the charms of her per/on 
and conver/ation, had procured her a great many admi- 
rers, Among others, tis ſaid, the famous Mr. Prior 
would have been 7 to ſhare the pleaſures and cares 


of life with her; 


that, allowing for the double licenſe. 
a 4 of 
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of the Peet and Lever in the manner of expreſſion, the 
concluding lines in his anſwer to the paſtoral on Love 
and Friendſhip, by Mrs. Singer, were not without all 
foundation in truth“. She was the nameleſs lady to 
* hom the following copy of verſes in the ſame author 
is inſcribed. But Mr. Thomas Rowe was the perſon re- 
ſerved by Heaven to be the happy man; both to be 


made, and to make happy. 


Tuis gentleman was born at London, April 25. 1687. 
the eldeft fon of the Rev. Mr. Benoni Rowe, who, with 
a very accurate judgment, and a conſiderable ſtock of 
uſeful learning, joined the talents of preaching, and a 
molt lively and engaging manner in converſation, By 
both his parents he was creditably deſcended + ; but, as 
he had too much perſonal worth to be under a neceſſity 
of borrowing from ſuch foreign aids, ſo he thought too 
juſtly to pride himſelf upon it, being able to ſay with 
the Peet, | 


Et genus & proatue:, & gue non fecimus i pſi, 


Vix ea noſtra voco. Ovid. 


His ſuperior | enius, and inſatiable thirſt after know- 
ledze, made themſelves taken notice of, at an age when 


the generality of mankind have ſcarcely out-grown the 
| | merely 


n — — 


— 


; * Vide Pricr's Poems, P. 32. 


1 He was the grandſon of Villlam Rowe, Eſq; a 
ntleman of worth and conſiderable eftate, and Alicia 
a lady of diſtinguiſh'd ſenſe, beauty, and virtue) daugh- 
ter of Thomas Scet, Eſq; member of parliament for 
Aileftury, in the county of Bucks : And by the maternal 
fide he was deſcended from the Rowes of Devon; ſome 
account of which ancient family is given by Dr. Welwoed, 
in his preface to the tranſlation of Lucan, by N. Rowe, 


Eſq; folio edit. p. 18. 
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merely ſenſitive life. He was able to read as ſoon almoſt 
as he could peat; had ſuch a pleaſure in books, as to 

take none at all in the diverſions which children are 

uſually ſo fond of; and, when he was prevailed on by 

his companions, which was but ſeldom, to make one in 

their little parties at play, his unreadineſs and inatten- 
tion plainly ſhewed it was not out of choice he engaged, 

but purely from his good nature and complailance, to 

which he ſhould offer too much violence, always to deny 

their importunity. 


He commenced his acquaintance with the Claſſics at 


Ep/om, while his father reſided there; and by his ſwift - 


advances in this part of learning, quickly became the 
delight of his maſter, a man very able in his profeſſion, 
and was treated by him with a very particular indul- 
gence, in ſpite of the natural ruggedneſs and ſeverity of 
his temper. When Mr. B. Rowe removed to London, he 
placed his ſon under the care of Dr. Walker, the emi- 
. learned maſter of the Charter- houſe ſchool, juſtly 
fam'd for the great numbers of excellent linguiſts that 
have received their education in that ancient nurſery 


of polite literature. He was one of thoſe who, the 


Doctor could eaſily forſee, would do him honour when 


they ſhould appear abroad in the world, and, we may 


ſuppoſe, did not pleaſe him the leſs on that account. 


His exerciſes never. failed of being diſtinguiſhed even 


among thoſe that had the approbation of the maſter, who 
when he had finiſhed his pupil in the Latin, Greek, and 
Hebrew tongues,” would fain have perſuaded his father 
to ſend him to one of our Eugliſꝶ univerſities. But how 
honourable ſoever Mr. Rowe might think of the lcarn- 
ing of thoſe noble ſeats of the muſes, not having the 
ſame advantageous not of the principles in too much 
credit there, he would by no means truſt 'a fon of his 


WT hopes in ſuch hands; but entered him firſt at a private 


academy in London, and ſome time before his death, 
that he might not want any advantages which the moſt 
liberal education could give him, he had determined his 
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going to Loden, for the laſt hand of the great maſtery 
there. And well did the fruit reward the expence of 
the culture. For, after having ſtudied Jeu Antiqui- 
ties under Witfus, Civil Law under Viiriarius, the 
Belles Lettres under Perizonias, and er de Phils, 
fophy under Sergrerdius ; and eftabliſhed a reputation for 
capacity, application, and an obliging deportment both 
among the profeſors and ſtudents; he returned from that 
celebrated mart of learning with a vaſt acceſſion of tres 
ſure, in books he had purchaſed, and knowledge be 
had amaſſed, and no loſs in his morals, which be had 

ſerved as uncorrupt as he could have done under the 
moſt vigilant eye and ſtricteſt hand, though left without WW 
all other reſtrainis but thoſe of his own virtue and pr. 


Tu love of liberty had been always ane: of Mr, 
Rewe's moſt darling paſſions. *T'was:a kind of 7% 
eifire/7, to whoſe charms no one ever had a ſoul tore 
ſenſible than his; the generous inclination beat ſtrong is 
| his breaſt, and was not to be extinguiſhed but with the 

vital flame. In theſe ſentiments ſo natural to him, he 
was not a little confirmed by bis familiar acquaintance Wl 
with the hiſtory, and the noble authors of ancien 
Greece and Rome, whoſe very fpirit was transfuſed into 
him, and reſiding fo long in a Republic, where he had 
4 les continually before him. of the ineſtimable vs 
hae of freedom, as the parent of induſiry, the nurſe d& 
arts and fciences, and univerſal ſource of ſocial happi. 

neſs; this made him, with ſo much anxiety for his na- 
tive country, not very long after his return thither nM 
the year 1708, obſerve, that a ſet of wretched princi- 

s, deſtiuctive of its liberties and welfare, were grow 
ang in faſhion under the cou « nance of ſome in power. Wl 
To theſe he oppoſed bimſelt with a zeal, which mighty 
have had more influence, indeed, in a higher ſphere, bun 
could not have been more honeſt and open. Tyranny 
of. all forts he moſt ſincerely deteſted, but moft of 
acckſcaflicel, in every ape; deeming the flavery of 6 = 


m1, 
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mind, as the moſt abject and ignominious, ſo, in its 


conſequences, more pernicious than any other. His 
Lives will be a glorious monument of his love of li- 
berty and public good; to which may be added his 
Poemt, in both which this commendable ardor is very 
viſible.. From the ſame cauſe proceeded his attachment 
to the illuſtrious houſe of Hanover, in which he had 
the ſatisſaction to ſee the proteſtant ſucceſſion to the 
Britiſh throne: take place before he died, leaving the 
world more willingly, after having been witneſs to 


this happy event. 
Ir was with Mr. Rowe, in reſpe& of his learned 


avarice, as with thoſe that love money; his defires aftes, 
knowledge inlarged with his acquiſitions, inſtead of 
abating. All his morning hours, and a large part of 


Mr, the afternoon, devoted to ſtudy, till the time of 
ideal his being ſeized with the diſtemper of which he died, 
ore His library, in collecting which he was aſſiſted by his 
ng i great knowledge of the beſt editions of books, conſiſt- 
h the ed of a great number of the moſt valuable authors; 


and as he was making continual additions to it, amount- 
ed at, his death to above five thouſand volumes. 


He was a perfect maſter of the Greet, Latin, and 
French languages, and, which is ſeldom known to hap - 
pen, had at once ſuch a prodigious ſtrength of me- 
mory, and inexhau lible fund of wit, the effect of a 
lively imagination, as would ſingly have afforded a ſtock 
of reputation for any man to trade upon, and much 
more united. This, with an eaſy fluency of words, the 
frankneſs and benevolence of his temper, a readiueſs to 
communicate of his learned ſtore, and a life and ipirit 


ron 
* which nature muſt beſtow, ſince it can be but poorly 
nig imitated, made his company univerſally covered and 
, but priaed by thoſe that knew him, *'Twas imp9$flible there 
aun ſhould be a dro» fy ſou! where Mr. Rowe was preſent; 
F al he animated the converſation, every one was awake, 


ard cyery one pleas'd. He had a penetration, and 
quickneſs 


me LIEFERN 
quickneſs of thought, hardly to be imagined, ſo as upon 


juſt 3 over an author, to ſee to the bottom of 
his ſentiments. None of the politer kinds of learning 
were neglected by him. He was a good judge in po- 
etry, aud had it in his power to have been himſelf an 
| inent poet; for he had aQtuaily the moſt eſſential 

2 belonging to that character, the vivid fire, the 
rich vein, the copicus diction; but, as poetry was not his 
predominant 1nclination, his genius had not all the po- 
Iifhing uv hich art and conſtant practice might have added 
to nature. Hiſtory was his favourite ſtudy, for which 
his talents of a vaſt memory, before taken notice of, 
and an exquiſite judgment, for one of his years, pe- 
culiarly qualified him. ä RES. 


_ Hz had formed a deſign to compile the lives of all 
the illuſtrious perſons in antiquity, omitted by Plutarch, 
and for this purpoſe read the ancient hiſtorians with 
great care. This deſign he in part executed. Eight 
Fives were publiſhed fince his deceaſe, by way of ſup- 
plement to that admir'd Biographer; in which, tho' fo 
young a guide, he ſtrikes out his way like one well ac- 
quainted with the daik and-1ntricate paths of antiquity. 
The ſtyle is perfectly eafy, yet conciſe and nervous, 
the reZeions juſt, and ſuch as might be expected from 
a lover of truth and mankind; and the facts intereſting 
in themſelves, or made ſo by the {kill uſed in relating 
them. There's a preface by the reverend and learned 
Mr. Chandler, writ after the uſual manner of that agree- 
able and lively author, with great ſpirit and elegance, 
and worthy of the excellent perſon for whoſe memory 
he expreſſes ſo high an eſteem. He muff be inſenſible to 
true merit (faith the ingenious prefacer) ad to all ju! 
regards to the fublic good, that can look over theſe walu- 
able remains, without finding in himſelf a due reſpect? and 
efteem raiſed for the author, and his own heart inſpired 
with an increaſing love to the liberties and welfare of his 
country. Beſides theſe Lives, the author had finiſhed 
and fitted for the preſs the life of Thra/ybulas, 3 
| eing 
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being put into the hands of Sir Richard Steele, for his 
reviſal, was, ſome how or other, unhappily loſt, and 
could never fince be recovered. Should this manuſcript 
be yet in being, Mr. Theophilus Raue, the author's bro- 
ther, will acknowledge it as a very great ſavour, if the 
perſon into whoſe hands it 1s fallen, will be ſo good as 
to return it him, in order to its being communicated to 
the public. The famous Mr. Dacier having tranſlated 
Plutarch's Lives into French, with remarks hiſtorical and 
critical; the Abbe Bellenger, already known (ſaith the 

* Journal de Scavens) in the Republic of Letters, by 
« ſome works that do him honour,' added in 1734. a 
ninth tome to the other eighth, conſiſting of the life of 
Hannibal, and Mr. Roxwe's Lives made French by that 
learned Abbe; in the-preface to which verſion he tran- 
ſcribes from the preface to the Engliſb edition the cha- 
Tater of the author, with viſible approbation ; and 
faith, the Lives were written with taſte, tho* being a 
poſthumous work, the author had not put his laſt hand 
toit. We may preſume, from the fidelity with which 
the French tranſlator follows his original, not omitting the 
freeſt paſſages, and boldeft ſtrokes againſt tyranny, or any 
way qualifying or correCting, and expreſſing his diſſent 
from them, that he had no averſion to the author's no- 
tions of the unalienable rights aud liberties of mankind. 
And I muſt own, it added not a little to the pleaſure 
this gave me, to find an approbation in ferm under-the 
hand of the perſon appointed by the Keeper of the ſeals, 
to read that work. It looks as if there were ſome true 
Frenchmen till in being, the remains of a generous race 
| (to uſe a warm phraſe of Mr. Rowwe's *) undebauch'd by 


v 


_— 


The life of 4ri/omenes, thus faithfully tranſlated in 
the French, Tels etoint les principes d'un peuple gintreux, 
gui ne Setoit point laifſe x de fauſſes ſubtilites, 
qui woctifſoit pc u“ en eſclave, & qui ignoroit toute autre 
pulſſance que celle qui Etoit dirigte & limitee par les hix. 


% 
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„ ſophiftey,. and juftly ignorant of any power rot 
pos by the laws,. and accountable to them, May Mr. 
r — to ſpeak French, be one means of 
increaſing the number, and re-kindling their zeal in 
the glorious cauſe ! = 4 
7 
Brix at Bath in the year 1709. Mr. Rowe was in- 
troduc'd by a gentleman of her acquaintance, into 
Mrs. Singer's company, who lived in a retirement not 
far diſtant from that city. The idea he conceived of her 
ftom-report, and from her writings, charmed him; but 
when he had ſeen and converſed with her, he felt an- 
ether kind of impreſſion · from the preſence of ſo much 
beauty, wit and virtue; and the eſteem of the Theeri/? 
was converted into the rapture of a Lover, During 
the-courtſhip, he writ a poetical epiſtle to a friend that 
was a neighbour of Mrs. Siager, and intimate in the 
family. I thall cake the liberty to quote a few lines out 
of it, not ſo much for a ſpecimen of Mr; Rowwe's poeti- 
cal genius (tho' that appears in chem too) as his paſſio- 
nate veneration for Mrs. Singer. 


Youths livelieſt bloom, a never fading grace, 
And more than beauty ſparkles in her face; 
Yet the bright form creates no looſe deſires, g 


At once ſhe gives, and puriſies our fires, 
And paſſions chaſte as her own foul inſpires ; 
Her ſoul, Heav'n's nobleit workmanſhip,. deſign'd 
To bieſs the ruin'd age, and ſuccour loſt mankind ; 
To prop abandon'd virtue's ſinking cauſe, 
And ſnatch from viee its undeſerv'd applauſe *. 
1 108 - Mas. 
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Thus far was wrote by the late ingenious Mr. 
Henry Grove, But as the death of this gen leman de- 


prived the world of the pleaſure of ſeeing Mrs. * 
e 


I IRE of, oe tr ee ETC 


- Mrs. Etrz4aBrTH Rows: xv 


Mas. Elizabeth: Singer was married to-Mr. Thema: 
Rowe in the year 1710, on which occaſion a+ learned 
friend of Mr. Roxe's. wzate the following beautiful 
Latin epigram : | 

ol 
In nuptias TOM Rowt & Errza- 
BETHA SINGER. 


Nuid dbetum par uſpue-twum, ſocioſque laborer 
Fiabræ & Dacerii, Gallia vena crepas ? 
Par majus.gens Argla dedit, juuenem argue puellam, 
ues: hedie- ſacro fadere junxit, amor. f 
Namgque ea que nofiri- Phœbo cecinere docente, 
Tt licuiſi tuis gloria ſumma foret. 


Thus tranſlated by a young gentleman: 


On the marriage of Mr. THOMAS Rows 
and Mrs. ELIZABETH SINGER. 


No more, proud Gallia, bid the world revere 
Thy learned pair, Le Fewre and Dacier; 
Britain 


—_— — —— _—_— . 


life completed by the ſame hand which begun it; the 
editor found himſelf obliged to attempt the finiſhing 
theſe memoirs; a taſk, which thro? decent reſpect to the 
E and juſt _— the memory of Mrs. Noave, 

e undertook with inexpreſſible reluctance, and for 
which, he cannot be inſenſible, a conſtant ill Nate of 
health is the ſmalleſt part of his incapacity. 


Et veniam pro laude peto 3 contentus abunde, 
Non faftiditus fi tibi lictor (ro. Ov. 


+ Mr. John Rufel. 
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Britain may boaſt; this happy day unites 


Ties nobler minds in ass facied rites : 
| What hehe have ſung, while all th' inſpiring Nine 
iy | Exalt the beauties of the verſe divine; "Ld 


"Theſe (humble critics on th' immortal ſtrain) 3 2 
Shall bound their fame, to comment and explain. 


I 6 As Mrs. 'Rowe's exalted merit and amiable qualitics 
1 could hardly fail to inſpire the moſt laſting and gene- 

f rous paſſion, Mr. Rowe knew how to value that trea- 
ſure of wit, ſoftneſs and virtue, which the divine Pro- 
vidence had given to his arms in the moſt Tovely of 
women, and made it his ſtudy to repay the felicity with 
which ſhe crowned his life. The efteem and tenderneſs 
he had for her is inexpreſſible, and. poſſeſſion ſeemed 
ſcarce to have abated the fondneſs and admiration of 
the lover. Iwas ſome conſiderable time after his mar- 
riage, that he wrote to her a very tender ode, under the 
name cf Delia, full of. the warmeſt ſentiments of con- 
nubial friendſhip and affection; in which the following 
= lines may appear remarkable, as it pleaſed Heaven to 
= diſpoſe events in a manner fo agreeable to the wiſhes 
3' 3 expreſſed in them, 


Long may thy inſpiring page, 

And great example bleſs the riſing age! 

Long in thy charming priſon may'it thou ſtay, 

Late, very late, aſcend the well-known way, 

And add new glories to the realms of day! 

At leaſt Heav'n will not, ſure, this pray'r deny; 
Short be my life's uncertain date, 

And earlier far than thine the diſtin'd hour of fate ! 
Whene'er it comes, may 't thou be by, | 

Support my finking frame, and teach me how to die; 


Baniſh 
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Baniſh deſponding nature's gloom, 
Make me to hope a gentle doom, 
And fix me all on joys to come ! h | 
With ſwimming eyes Pl gaze upon thy charms, 
And claſp thee dying in my fainting arms: 
Then gently leaning on thy breaſt, 
Sink in ſoft ſlumbers to eternal reſt. 
The ghaſtly form ſhall have a pleaſing air, 
And all things ſmile, while Heav'n and thou art there, 
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Ma. Rowe had not a robuſt natural conſtitution, ſo 
chat his intenſe application to ſtudy might, perhaps, 
Contribute to that ill ſtate of health, which allayed the 
Whapxineſs of his marriage life, during the greater part 
of it. In the latter end of the year 1714. his weakneſs 
Wh ncreaſed, and he appeared to labour under all the ſymp- 
toms of a conſumption. This fatal diſtemper, after 
Wt had confined him ſome months, cut off the faireſt 
opes of his doing great honour and ſervice to his coun- 
i, and put a period to his life, May 13. 1715. when 
ee was but juſt paſt the twenty-eighth year of his age. 
le died at Hampſtead, near London, where he had re- 
added ſome time for the benefit of the air; and was 
oried in the vault belonging to his family, in the 
Feoemetry of Buning-fic/ds; where on his tomb are only 
ovarked his name, and the date of his birth and death. 
Hot an inſcription of greater pomp is rendered unneceſ- 
Wary by the honour Mrs. Rowe did his memory in the 
legy ſhe wrote on his death, which is deſervedly ranked 
nong the moſt admirable of her poetical works. 
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Taz exquiſite grief and affliction Mrs. Reeve felt for 
is loſs, is deſcribed with ſuch beautiful and unaffected 
loquence in the poem I have juſt mentioned, and ſeveral 
f the letters inſerted in the following collection, that I 
all only add on this ſubject, that ſhe continued to the laſt 
oments of ber life to expreſs the higheſt 9 
8 an 
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and affection to his memory, and a particular regard and 
eſteem for his relations, Zreral of whom ſhe honoured 
with a long and moſt intimate friendſhip. It was alfo 
but a ſhort time before her death, ſhe ſhewed how in- 
capable ſhe was of forgetting him, by ſhedding freih 
tears on occaſion of the mention of his name. 


*Twas only out of regard to Mr. Rowe, that with 
his ſociety ſhe was willing to bear London during the 
winter ſeaſon; and as ſoon after hi: deceaſe as her af. 
fairs would permit, ſhe indulged her unconquerable in- 
clinations to ſolitude, by retiring to Frome in Somer/ct- 
fire, in the neighbourhood of which place the greater 
part of her eſtate lay. When ſhe forſook the town, ſhe 
determined to return to it no more, but to conceal the 
remainder of her life in an abſolute retirement; yet on 
ſome few occaſions the thought it her duty to violate this 
reſolution. In compliance with the important requeſts 
of the honourable Mrs. 7 hynne, ſhe paſſed fome months 
with her at London, after the death of her daughter the 
Lady Brooke; and on the melancholy occaſion of the 

_ deceaſe of Mrs. 7hynne herſelf, ſhe could not diſpute the 
commands of the Counteſs of Hertford, * who earneſtly 
defired her to reſide ſome time with her at Marlborough, 
to ſoften, by her converfation and friendſhip, the ſe- 
vere affliction of the loſs of ſo excellent a mother: And 
I think, once or twice more, the power this laſt Lady 
had over Mrs. Rowe, drew her, by an obliging kind 
of violence, to ſpend a few months at this or ſome 
other of her Ladyſhip's country ſeats. Yet even on 
theſe occafions, ſhe never quitted her retreat without 
very ſincere and always returned to it again as 
ſoon as ever ſhe could with decency diſengage herſelf 
from the importunity of her noble friends, 
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"Twas in this receſs that ſhe compoſed the moſt ce- 
ebrated of her works, Friendſbip in Death, and the 
everal parts of the Letters Moral and Entertaining. 
The drift of the Letters from the dead 7s (as the inge- 
jous author of the preface expreſſes it) to impre/5 the 
otion 7. the fouÞs immortality, without which, all vir- 
ve and religion, with their temporal and eternal good con- 
bquences muſt fall to the ground; and to make the mind 
ontrad, as it were, unawares, an habitual perſuaſion of 
ur future exiflence, by writings built on that foundation, 
nd addreſſed to the affetions and imagination. It may 


ioo be added, that the deſign both of 2zhe/e, and the 


1 f heroic virtue and the moſt generous 
= allure the reader to the practice of every thing that 


etters Moral and Entertaining, is by — examples 
nevolence, 


Wnnobles human nature, and benefits the world; and 


dy (as was ob 


Woe) abel /o much firength and firmneſs of min, | 


Dy juit and lively images of the remorſe and miſery 
rendant on vice, to warn the young and unthinking 
om being ſeduced to ruin by the enchanting name of 
leaſure; the piety of which defign is the more worthy 
pf the higheſt panegyric, as it is ſo uncommon in witty 


ad polite writers. The greater part of the poets of 


Nor country have apparently employed all their wit and 

r, to diſguiſe the native deformity of vice, and ſtrew 

owers on the — to perdition. But this excellent 
e 


rved of an eminent genius of the laſt 


n 


* The dates of theſe ſeveral pieces are as follow: 


FF riend/bip in Death,. in twenty Letters from the Dead ts 


the Living, 1728. 
ters Moral and Entertaining, in. Proſe and. Verſe, 
Par L 1729. Parr IL. 1731. Pax III. 1733. 


heſe Works of Mrs. Rowe were tranſlated into French, 


and publiſhed at Am/terdam, in the year 1740. in 
two volumes, 12mo. | 


+ Mr.-Cowley, 


X The LIFE of 
4 and ſuch a perfect natural goodneſs, as could not be pur- 
1 3 verted by the largengſi of her wit, and was proof againi 
b the art of poetry it/elf. For the elegant Letters which 
1 13 gave occaſion to remark this diſtinction in Irs. Roe! 
1 character as an author, are not only chaſte and inno- 
| cent, but greatly ſubſervient to the intereſt of heaven, 
and evidently deſigned, by repreſenting virtue in all her 
1 genuine beauty, to recommend her to the choice and 
1 admiration of mankind. : 


Is the year 1736. the importunity of ſome of Mu. 
Roaue's acquaintance, who had ſeen the Hi/tory of 7: Wi 
Jeph in mandſcript, prevailed on her (tho? not with. 
out real relaQance) to ſuffer it to be made public. Sh 
wrote this piece in her younger years, and when ff Wn 
printed, had carried it on. no ine tha the marriage 
of the hero of the poem; but at the requeſt of her friend 
n of an * illuſtrious lady, to whom ſhe coull 

carce refuſe any thing) ſhe added two books, to in. 
clude the relation of Jeſepb's diſcoyery of himſelf to his 
brethren ; the compoling of which, I am informed, wa 
no more than the labour of three or four days. Thi: 
additional part, which was her laſt work, was publiſ- 
ed but a few weeks before her death. - 


Tais grand event, to prepare for which ſhe had 
made ſo much the balinef? of her life, befel her, ac- 
cording to her wiſh, in her beloved receſs, She en- 
joyed an uncommon ſtrength of couſtitution, and had 
— a long ſeries of years with ſcarce any indiſpo- 

tion ſevere enough to confine her to her bed. Bu 
about half a year before her deceaſe, ſne was attacked 
with a diſtemper, which ſeemed to herſelf, as well a: 
others, attended with danger: Tho? this diſorder (as ſhe 
expreſſed herſelf to one of her moſt intimate friends) 


found her mind not quite ſo ſerene, and prepared to 
z meet 


n 


* The Ducheſs of Somerſer. 
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eet death, as uſual; yet when by devout contem- 
Nations on the atonement and mediation of our bleſſed 
edeemer, ſhe had fortified herſelf againſt that fear and 
 fidence, from which the moſt exalted piety does not 
WW ways ſecure in ſuch an awful hour, ſhe experienced 
ch divine ſatisfaction and tranſport, that ſhe ſaid with 
Wears of joy, ſhe knew not that ſhe had ever felt the like 
44% her lie; and ſhe repeated on this occaſion, Mr. 
es verſes, intitled, The Dying Chriftian to his Soul, 
With an air of ſuch intenſe pleaſure, as evidenced that 
„ee really felt all the elevated ſentiments of pious ec · 
and triumph, which breathe in that beautiful piece 
f ſacred poetry. After this threatning illneſs, Mrs. 
we: recovered her uſual good ſtate of health; and 
Who” at the time of her deceaſe ſhe was ſomewhat ad- 
Wanced in age, yet her exact temperence, and the 
almneſs of her mind, undiſturbed with uneaſy cares 
od paſſions, encouraged her friends to flatter them- 
elves with a much longer enjoyment of ſo valuable a 
Wife, than it pleaſed heaven to allow them. On the 
ay in which ſhe was ſeized with that diſtemper, which 
az few hours proved mortal, ſhe ſeemed to thoſe about 
er, to be in perfect health and vigour; and in the 
Wevening, about eight of the clock, ſhe converſed with 
friend with all her wonted vivacity, and not without 
laughter; after which ſhe retired to her chamber. At _ 
about ten, her ſervant hearing ſome noiſe in her miſtreſs's | 
room, ran inſtantly into it, and found her fallen off the 3 
chair on the floor, ſpeechleſs, and in the agonies of 
death. She had the immediate aſſiſtance of a phyſician 
and ſurgeon, but all the means uſed were without ſuc- C| 
ceſs; and after having given one groan, ſhe expired, a 1 
few minutes before two of the clock, on Sunday morn- 
ing, Feb. 20. 1736-7. Her diſeaſe was judged to be 
an 


— _ 
— — — —— — 


27 

. 1 
1 " 
4 

N 
3 
£ 
«| 
1 


ad 
"TT ER 


» 
* 
4, - "4 
— 7 91 
_ — —— — 1 ——— 
- — — 


8 4 ** 
a { —_— A — 


e 19. Saturday, à day of the week which ſhe 
had ſet apart, to employ a large portion of it in 


extraordinary deyotion. 
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an apoplexy. A pions book was found lyin 
by er; as alſo ſome looſe papers, on which * 
wrote the following unconnected ſentences: + 


O guide, and counſel, and protect my foul from /in ! 
O Heal, and let me Rnow thy beaw'nly will, 
Speak evidently to my liſt ning ſoul ! 
O fil my aud with love, with light, and peace, 
And whiſper heaw/nly comforts to my ſoul ; 
O Jpeak, celeftial ſpirit, in the firain 
Of hwe and heavnly pleaſure to my ſoul ! 


 Tavs it appeared, that in reading pious meditations 4 
or forming devout ejaculations for the divine favour an 
aſſiſtance, Mrs. Rowe made the laſt uſe of the powers of i 5 


reaſon below the ſkies. ; 


As ſhe was greatly apprehenfive that the violence of (i 
pain, or languors of a ſick bed, might occaſion ſome WH 
depreſlion of ſpirits, and melancholy fears, unſuitable WA 


to the character and expectations of a Chriſtian, i: ws 


her carueſt and daily prayer to Heaven, as her manu- IF 


ſcript book of devotions informs me, that ſhe might not 
in this manner diſhonour her profeſſion ; and to her 
friends ſhe often expreſſed herſelf deſirous of a ſudden 
removal to the ſkies, as it muſt neceffarily prevent ary 


ſuch 


1 


— a L - F F-4 * 41 


It contained ſome meditations on religious ſubjects 
but the book is loſt, and the title of ft cannot be exact 
remembered by thoſe who were about Mrs. Rexwe at the 
time of her death. 


+ Theſe papers contain a few more lines which | 
have not tranſcribed, becauſe they are ſo ill written 
{occaſioned, perhaps, by the trembling of her hand at 
the approach of death) that it was not poſſible for me 
to make any conſiſtent ſenſe of them. | 


v1 | "« 1 
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uch indecent behaviour in her laſt moments: 80 that 
as the ſuddenneſs of Mrs. Rowe's death muſt be num- 
dered among the many felicities with which ſhe was fa- 
oured by Providence, it may alſo be interpreted as a 
eward of her ſingular piety, and a mark of the divine 
awour in anſwer to her prayers. 


pa 


Mas. Nabe ſeem'd, by the gaiety ard chearfulneſs 
her temper, to be peculiarly fitted to enjoy life, and 
all its innocent ſatisfactions; yet, inſtead of any exceſ- 
five fondneſs for things preſent and viſible, her contempt 
or what ſhe uſed to term a low ſtate of exiſtence, and 
dull round of inſipid pleaſures, and the ardor with 
Which ſhe breathed after the divine enjoyments of a 
WWuture world, were inconceivably great. When her 
cquaintance expreſſed to her the joy they felt at ſee- 
ag her look ſo well, and poſſeſſed of fo much health 
Ws promiſed many years to come, ſhe was wont to re- 
ply, That it was the ſame as telling a flave his frtters 
ere like to be 1 . or compl:menting him on the 
engt of the walls of his dungeon. And the fervor 
f her withes to commence the life of angels, irreſiſti- 
ly broke from her lips in numberleſs other inſtances; 
WT his ſatiety of all things bencath the ſkies, and impa- 
ence after the perfect fruition of God, might, per- 
aps, be the occaſion, that in ſeveral periods of her life 
e had flattered herſelf that ſhe was near that bleſſed 
late on which ſhe had fixed all her hopes. And in 
Wparticular, a little time before her death, ſhe expreſſed 
9 ſeveral of her friends, her firm perſuaſion that her 
WLontinuance on earth would be very ſhort; but with- 
Nut aſſigning any peculiar reaſon for this opinion. I 
ould not preſume to lay any kind of ſtreſs on ſuch 
WP uppoſed preſages; but as they have already been re- 
Wated to the public, I thought it not proper to omit all 
ention of them. | | 
SHE was buried, according to her requeſt, under the 
ame tone with her father in the meeting place at From; 

on 


— 
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on which occaſion her funeral ſermon was preached tg 
a very crowded auditory, by the reverend and worthy 
Mr. Bowden. Her death was lamented with very un. 
common and remarkable ſorrow, by all who had heard 
of her virtue and merit; but particularly by thoſe of 
the town where ſhe had ſo long reſided, and her mot 
intimate acquaintance. Above all, the news of her 
death touched the poor and diſtreſſed with inexpreſſible 
affliction; and at her doors, and over her grave, they 
bewailed the loſs of their benefactor, poured bleſſings 
on her memory, and recounted to each other the gen. 
tle and condeſcending manner with which ſhe had heard 
their requeſts, and the numerous inſtances in which 
they had experienced her goodneſs and bounty. 


Ix Mrs. Rowe's cabinet were found the following 
letters to ſeveral of her friends, for whom ſhe had an 
high eſteem and affection, which ſhe had ordered to 
be delivered to the perſons to whom they were directed, 
immediately after her deceaſe, and by their obliging 
permiſſion 1 communicate them to the public *. 


_—_ _— 


* Beſides the letters I have here inſerted, Mrs. Rowe 
wrote one to Dr. Watts, already printed before her 
Devotion; and another to the author of theſe memoirs, 

— ſeemed of too private a nature to accompany 


'ecrnally poffessd! 
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To the Counteſs of HERTFORD. * 


MavaM, | 
HIS is the laſt letter you will ever receive from 
me; the laſt aſſurance I ſhall give you, on earth, 
F a ſincere and ſtedfaſt friendſhip. But when we meet 
ain, L hope it will be in the heights of immortal love 
ad ecſtaſy. Mine, perhaps, may be the firſt glad fpirit 
Wo congratulate your ſafe arrival on the happy ſhores. 
tleaven can witneſs how ſincere my concern for your 
Wappineſs is: Thither I have ſent my ardent wiſhes, that 
ou may be ſecured from the flattering deluſions of the 
World ; and after your pious example has been long 2 
leſſing to mankind, may you calmly reſign your breath, 
ad enter the confines of unmoleſted joy. 


= I am now taking my farewel of you here, but tis 
mort adieu; for [ fie with full perſuaſion that we ſhall 
on meet again. But oh! in what elevation of happi- 
es! in what enlargement of mind, and perfection of 
very faculty! What tranſporting reflections ſhall we 
Wake on the advantages of which we ſhall find ourſelves + 

; © him that loved, and waſh'd us 
bis blood, we ſhall aſcribe immortal glory, dominion 
ad praiſe forever. 


Tuis is all my falvation, and all my hope! That 
ne in whom the Gentiles truſt, in whom all the fa- 
iy on earth are bleſſed, is now my glorious, my un- 
iling confidence; in his merits alone I expect to ſtand 
Witfcd before infinite purity and juſtice. How poor 
ere my hopes, if I depended on thoſe works, which 
oon vanity, or the partiality of men, have called 
od; and which, examined by divine purity, would 

ove, perhaps, but ſpecious ſins! The beſt actions of 
Vor. I. b my 


Sh 


* Now Dutcheſs of Seng 


xxvi The LIFE ff 


my life would be found defeRive, if brought to the tes 
of that unblemiſh'd holineſs, in whoſe ſight the heaven 
are not clean. Where were my hopes, but for a Re. 
deemer's merits and atonement! how deſperate, hoy 
undone my condition! With the utmoſt advantages [WW 
can boaſt, I ſhould ſtart back and tremble at the though: 
of appearing before the unblemiſh'd majeſty.—O jeſu ſh 
what harmony dwells in thy name! Celeſtial joy ann 
immortal life is in the ſound! Let angels ſet thee vi 
their golden harps! let the ranſom'd nations fore 
magnify thee, 7 


War a dream is mortal life! What ſhadows are tie 
objects of ſenſe! All the glories of mortality, my much 
lov'd friend, will be nothing in your view, at the 2 
ful hour of death, when you muſt be ſeparated from ti 
whole creation, and enter the borders of the immateri!ii 
world, f 1 


SOMETHING perſuades me this will be my laſt far 
well in this world! Heaven forbid that it ſhould be a 
everlaſting parting! May that divine protection who 
care I implore, keep you ſtedfaſt in the faith of Chris 
nity, and guide your ſteps in the ſtricteſt paths of virtue 


png — r = 4 - 


ADiev, my molt dear friend, till we meet in the pM 
radiſe of God, . 
* EL Iz. Ro] 


E the Earl of ORRERY. 


My Lox, | | : 3 
HERE ſeems to be ſomething preſaging in 9 

meſſage you ordered me to deliver to — chan 
ing Henrietta, when I met her gentle ſpirit oy 5 
5 | ib 


— 9 


— 


- *. The late Counteſs of Orrery. 
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bliſsful regions, which I believe will be very ſoon. I 
am now acting the laſt part of life, and compoſing my- 
ſelf to meet the univerſal terror with afortitude becom- 
ing the principles of Chriſtianity. Tis only through 
the great Redeemer's merits and atonement, that I ho | 
to paſs undaunted through the fatal darkneſs,  —- | 


Before him death, the griſly tyrant; flies, 
He wipes the tears forever from our eyes. 


Axt human greatneſs makes no figure to my preſent 
WT apprehenſion; every diſtinction vaniſhes but thoſe of 
WS virtue and real merit. Tis this which gives a peculiar 
regard for ſuch a character as yours, an you me hopes 
Hour example will not fall ſhort of thoſe of your illu- 
== ſ{rious anceſtors. The —_— of death ſet the world 
in a true light; its brighteſt advantages appear no more 
ih chan a dream, in that ſolemn period. The immortal 
nind, perhaps, will quit a cottage with leſs regret than 
Wi: would leave the ſplendcrof a palace: and the breathleſs 
duſt ſleep as quietly beneath the graſly turf, as under the 
parade of a coſtly monument. Theſe are inſignificant 
Wcircumſtances to a ſpirit doom'd to an endleſs duration of 
niſery, orbliſs. Tis this important concern, my Lord, 
hat has induced me to ſpend my time in a peaceful re- 
irement, rather than to waſte it in a train of thoughtleſs 
= muſements, My thoughts are grown familiar with the 
olemnity of dying, and death ſeems to advance, not 
Ws an inflexible tyrant, but as the peaceful meſſenger of 
bberty and happineſs. May I make my exit in that elate 
nanner, thoſe charming lines of Mr. Pope deſcribe, 


The world recedes, it diſappears; 
H:awv'n opens on my eyes, my ears 
With ſounds ſeraphic ring: 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! J th ! 
O grave ! where is thy victory? 
O death? where is thy ting? 
b 2 Tur 


* 
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Tae nearer 1 am approaching to immortality, the 
more extenſive and inlarg'd I find the principles o amity 
and good will in my ſoul: From hence ariſe the mot 
ſincere wiſhes for ous happineſs, and of the charming 
pledges your lovely Henrietta left. Oh! my Lord, i Wa 
you would diſcharge the ſacred truſt, keep them unde; Wl 
your own inſpection. | 


| Your humble ſervant, 


EL1z. Rows, 


To Mr. James THEOBALD, 


S I R, } x . = 
HE converſe I have had with you has been ver i 
ſhort, but I hope the friendſhip begun by it, wil 
be tranſmitted to the regions of perfeft amity and blis, Wn 
It would not be worth the while to cheriſh the imprel Wi 
fions of a virtuous friendſhip, if the generous engagement Wi 
was to be diĩſſolv'd with mortal life: Such a thought 
would give the grave a deeper gloom, and add new her- 
xors to the fatal darkneſs. 1 


Bur, I confeſs, I have brighter expectations, and an Wi 
fully perſuaded, thoſe noble attachments that are founded Ml 
on real merit, are of an immortal date: That benig : 
nity, that divine charity, which juſt warms the ſoul 1 
theſe cold regions, will ſhine with new luſtre, and bun 
= an eternal ardor in the happy ſeats of peace an 
love. . 5 


Mr preſent experience confirms me in this truth; 


the powers of nature are drooping, the vital ack gron 4 
| | langui 
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Janguid and faint: while my affection for my ſurviving 
riends was never more warm, my concern for their hap- 
Pineſs was never more ardent and ſincere. 


Tais makes me employ ſome of the laſt part of my 
ime in writing to three or four perſons, whoſe merit 
WW cquires my eſteem, in hopes this ſolemn farewel will 
rave a ſerious impreſſion on their minds. 


A mc AI 


lau going to act the laſt and moſt important part 
of human life; in a little time I ſhall land on the immor- 
al coaſts, where all is new, amazing, and unknown. 
at however gloomy the paſſage appears, 


Saweet fields, beyond the felling flood, 
Stand dreſi d in living green: 
So to the Jews old Canaan food, 
While Jordan rolPd between. 
Dr. War rs. 


Naruss cannot but ſhiver on the fatal brinks, un- 
Pilling to try the grand experiment, whilſt the hopes of 
briſtianity alone can ſupport the foul in this folemn 
riss. In this exigence the eternal Spirit whiſpers peace 
ad pardon to the dying ſaint, thro” the atonement, and 
rightens the ſhadow of death with ſome glimmering of 
W Ti Mrs. Theotals, 1 hope to meet her in the 
ec ſhining realms of love and unmingled bliſs; ' 
18 
ere croaun d with joy, and ever-blooming youth, 
The jocund hours dance on their endleſs round. 


ELIEZ. Rowe. 


To 
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To Mrs. SaRAU Rowe. 


My dear Mother, 


1 au now taking my final adieu of this world, in cer. 
tain hopes of meeting you in the next. I carry to 
my grave my affection and gratitude to your family, and 
leave you with the fincereſt concern for your own hap. 
nga and the welfare of your family. May my prayers 

anſwered, when I am ſleeping in the duſt? O may 
the angels of God conduct you in the paths of immortal 
glory and pleaſure! I would collect the powers of my 
ſoul, and aſk bleſſings for you with all the holy violente 
of prayer. God Almighty, the God of your pious an- 
ceſtors, who has been your dwelling-place for many ge. 
nerations, bleſs you! 


Ts but a ſhort ſpace I have to meaſure, the ſha- 
dows are. lengthening, and my ſun declining. That 
goodneſs which has hatherto conducted me, will not fail 
me in the laſt concluding act of life; that name which 
I have made my glory and my boaſt, ſhall then be my 
ſtrength and my ſalvation. To meet death with a be- 
coming fortitude, is a part above the powers of nature, 
and which I can perform by no power or holineſs of my 
own; for oh! in my beſt eſtate I am altogether vanity ; 
a wretched, helpleſs ſinner: But in the merits and perfect 
righteouſneſs of God my Saviour, I hope to appear ju- 
ſtined at the ſupreme tribunal, where I muſt ſhortly 

ſtand to be judg'd. 
| E. Rows. 


Since Mrs. Rowe's death, apreeable to her requeſt, 
the reverend Dr. Watts has reviſed and publiſhed her de 
votions, under the title of Devout Exerciſes of the Heart, 
&c. In which, if ſome expreſſions (as the ingenious 
editor obſerves, and Mrs. Powe herſelf was not inſen- 


fible may ſeem a little too 'rapturous; a juſt — 
| t 
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oe ſex, and particular genius of the author, will prevail 
or a gentle cenſure. It could ſcarce be expected that a 
ady ſhould be verſed in the art of ſtrict reaſoning; and 
i: ought to be eaſily forgiven, if ſne wrote on religious 
ubjects, even in proſe, rather with the ſire and bold li- 
eenſe of a poet, than the accuracy of a divine and a phi- 
oſopher. It may alſo be added, that many of theſe 
WE :crciſes of piety were the productions of youth; and all 
f them, at firſt, compoſed only to aſſiſt her own private 
evotion, and improvement in virtue, tho' ſhe afterwards 
Wt hought fit to order them for public view after her de- 
caſe, in purſuance of the following vow*. 


April 20. 1735. 
_ MY /ather's God; if thou wilt now freedih deiiver 
„, and ſend me an anſwer of peace, then I will record 
5 /cvera! mercies, and leave the catalogue as a teſtimony 
by truth, and a ſeal to the veracity of the ſcripture 
m/e; and leave it with a charge to be publiſhed to thy 
onour, at my death, that ages yet unborn may riſe up and 
leſs thee, and truſt in thy word. 


Tus miſcellaneous pieces that compoſe the following 
Collection were written in various periods of Mrs. Rowe's 
Wife, and are communicated to the world, in obedience 
o her commands, delivered to me ſince her deceaſe. 
e had no other-view in their publication (to uſe the 
ords of the letter in which ſhe intruſted them to my 
are) but the profit, or innocent entertainment of the 
aer. I hope (continues ſhe) all my preſent defign is 
rad) the m—_ of wirtue; for a reputation among 

ortals is a very Vſignificant thing to une, who hepes 
ere the/e papers are publiſhed, to be above their cen- 
e or applauſe, and to receive the approbation of the 
/preme Fudge: But if they may be any advantage to the 
= of virtue, it will be a great /atisfattion to me. 


b 4 To 


— 


— 
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. * Taken from the author's manuſcript. 
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To the * now firſt printed from the author's many. 
ſcripts, I have judged it proper to prefix the poems ſhe 
permitted, in her life-time, to be inſerted in the MI 
lanies So that theſe volumes, with her Letters, the 
Hiſtory of Joſepb, and her Devotions, may be reckoned 
to complete her works. For the ſmall collection in verſe, 
written in her youth, when ſhe was at a boarding- ſchool 
in the country, or ſnon after leaving it, appeared rather 
ſuch as might be expected from this early ſeaſon, and 
diſadvantageous ſituation in life, than fit co accompany 
the productions ef her maturer years: Nor could I with. 
out violating the reſpect due to Mrs. Rowe, endeavour 
to revive the memory of her firſt attempts in poetry, 
which as juvenile follies, ſhe thought only worthy of 
perpetual oblivion, Be. 1 


Tis alſo, by Mrs. Row?-'s order, that this edition 
of her remains is with ſome ſele& poems on ſe. 
veral occaſions, by Mr. Thomas Rowe, of which no 
more than two fmall tranſlations from the French, were 
printed in his life-time. Fheſe eſſays in poetry, may be 
looked on only as the elegant amuſement of ſome hours 
of relaxation from more ſerious ſtudies: They do not 
appear to have been fitted for the preſs; and, as by the 
immature dearth of the 2uthor they were deprived of the 
advantage of his laſt corrections, it would be ſcarce rea- 
ſonable to expect they ſhould be above all need of that 
candor which 1s eminently due to 1 pieces, 
Yet they ſhew ſo much ſtrength ius, and true 

"poetic fre, as will, I doubt not, eaſily atone for any 
ſlight inaccuracies, which the ſeverity of malignant eri 
ticiſm may be able to diſcover. 


; © $4 tt A > kk ow» ti. ob tk... 


On occaſion of this preſent collection, it is fit to ac- Wil 
uaint the public, that a large debt of gratitude is due B- 
rom them to Mrs. Rowe's friends, for the elegant and 

inſtructive entertainment they cannot fail to receive from 
her familiar letters; and in juſtice to the writer's me- 
mory, it is neceſſary to add, that if ſome of theſe lei- p 
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ers ſeem abrupt and imperſect, it is owing to the deli- 
cacy of the perſons to whom they were wrote, who 


have obliged the editor to ſacriſice ſeveral paſſages in 
them, to that modeſty ſo uſually attendant on merit. 


As Mrs. Rowe paſſed: almoſt all her days in retire- 


9 ment, the fewneſs of the facts related in the former part 


of theſe memoirs, will not, I preſume, appear ſurpriſing. 
Her“ V was not varied with accidents to diwert the reader :* 


*T was more 2 for herſelf to live, than for an hiſto- 
e. 


rian to deſeribe. So that being an uniform courſe of de- 


WE votion, benevolence, and indifference to the world, 
hen you have the hiſtory of one week of her life, you 
have the hiſtory of the whole. This occaſions her cha- 
racter being ſo much longer than the hiſtorical part; her 
character which only repreſents what ſhe was every day, 
and which could not be ſhortened without injuſtice to 


her, and the world. 


I $HALL not attempt to give a character of Mrs. 


= Rowe's works, ſince the number of their editions, and 
the approbation and applauſe they have received from 
ſome of the beſt judges, and moſt celebrated writers of 
che age, may ſeem to render any farther panegyric 
ſuperfluous. I will only add, that her exquiſite wit, 
and beautiful imagination, were ſcarce any thing in- 


debted to the aſſiſtance of art or labour; and Mr. Prior, 


6 5 who in the preface to his poems has done juſtice to the 


% of her genius, might, with equal truth, have 


| applied to her what he has ſaid of an + eminent wit of 
ble laſt age. Such were the natural faculties and ftrength 
= her mind, that®fhe had occaſion to borrow very little 


rom education ; and ſhe owed thoſe advantages to her own 
| b 5 good 


- 


v. 


| 5 Mr. Dryden $ expreſſions concernin g Plutarch. 


. 2 * Earl of Dor/et, See Privr's dedication of his 


the accompliſhments of good breeding, and complacency 
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parts, which others acquire by ſtudy and imitation; 
er wwit was abundant, noble, bold. Wit, in moſt auri. 
ters, is like a fountain in a garden, ſupplied by ſeveral 
Hreams, brought thro" artful pipes, and playing ſometime; 
agreeably : But Mrs, Rowe's was a ſource ariſing from 
the top of a mountain, which farced its own way, and 
with inexhauſtible ſupplies delighted and enriched tl: 
country thro' which it Paſſed: She read no critics, nor 
could her genius brook the diſcipline of rules: And as 
the pains of correcting appeared to her ſome kind of 
drudgery, ſhe ſeldom made any great alteration in her 
compoſures, from what they were when ſhe firſt gave 
copies of them to her friends. For ſhe did not ſet ſo 
high a value on her works, as to. employ much labour 
in finiſhing them with the utmoſt accuracy; and ſhe 
wrote verſes thro? inclination, and rather as an. amuſe- 
ment, than as a ſtudy and profeſſion, to excel in which 
ſhe ſhould make the buſineſs of her life. 


Mas. Rowe was not a regular beauty, yet ſhe pol. 
ſeſſed a large meaſure of the charms of her ſex. She 
was of a moderate ſtature, her hair of a fine auburn 
colour, and her eyes of a darkiſh grey inclining to blue, 
and full of fire. Her complexion was exquiſitely fair, 
aad a natural roſy bluſh glowed in her cheeks. She 
ſpoke gracefully, and her voice was exceeding ſweet and 
harmonious, and perfectly ſuited to that gentle language 
which always flowed from her lips. But the ſoftneſs and 
benevolence of her aſpect is beyond all deſcription: It 
inſpired irreſiſtible love, yet not without ſome mixture 
of that awe and veneration, which diſtinguiſhed ſenſe, 
and virtue apparent in the countenance, are wont to 
Create, 


* 
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HEA acquaintance with the great, had taught her all 


of behaviour; and without formality or affectation, the 
ractiſed, in a diſtant ſolitude, all the addreſs and po- 


iteneſs of a court. But that ſhe learned no more oo 
'-þ 
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the real elegancies of grandeur, ſhe calls on one of her 
moſt intimate friends to witneſs. _ I can appeal to you 
(ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady who had long known her) 
if you ever knew me deſcend to any thing of diſguiſe or 
artifice in ny whole condu She was allo very remote 
from extravagance in habit, and ſeemed to have per- 
fectly ſubdued the love of the vain ſhew of life; in 
which ſhe may be thought to diſcover an elevation of 
ſoul ſuperior to the natural inclinations of her ſex, and 
great ſiren th of virtue, in reſiſting the general example 
of the age in which ſhe lived. The labours of the toi- 
WE lctte conſumed very little of her time. She juſtly de- 
ſpiſed the arts of dreſs'and ornament, and endeavaured 
to infuſe the ſame contempt of them into all her ac- 
quaintance; yet without falling into the other extreme, 
of indecent negligence, | 


Tur love of ſolitude, which ſeems almoſt inſepara- 
ble from a * poetic genius, diſcovered itſelf very early 
in Mrs. Rowe, and never forſook her but with life it- 
ſelf. Before her marriage, tho” it cannot be doubted 
that ſhe was often ſolicited to quit her beloved obſcurity, 
yet ſhe had only made a ſhort viſit to the town of a few 
weeks. After Mr. Rowe's deceaſe, as a decent retreat 
ſeemed to her alore ſuited to a ſtate of widowhoad, 
her averſion to a public appearance in the world in- 
creaſed; and the approach of the decline of life, deter- 
mined her yet more ſtrongly to devote the remainder of 
her days to retirement; nor could any arguments or 
perſuaſions of her friends, prevail with Mrs. Rowe to 
alter her ſentiments and conduct in this inſtance. This 
reſolution was unhappy for the world, as it deprived 
them of the knowledge of ſo fair a pattern of piety and 
goodneſs, and muſt not be generally propoſed to the 
' imitation of the virtuous part of mankind. For as a 

| £ celebrated 
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Seriptorum chorus omnis amat nemus, & fugit urbes. 
Hor. lib. ii. ep. 2. 
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celebrated writer ſays, The good ought wot to be allows 
indeed, a ſet of inſignificant and profligate mortals, whi 
kind, and run wild in the woods, the public would be | 


' the rever/e, and all eaſy and ſociab 


| the public, which, as they inſpire the nobleſt ſentiment 


lives, that tho” their auſtere virtue may preſerve then 


| — - 4 to ſooth themſelves in pride, ill- nature, cen- 
ne 


xxxvi The LIFE off 
to forſake the world, unleſi the bad had the ſame modera- 
tion, and were willing to follow them into the auilderneſi 
Nor did Mrs. Rowe recommend ſuch a conduct to others; 
for ſhe thus expreſſes her ſentiments on this ſubjeR, in; 
letter to a friend, which ſhe wrote a few weeks before 
her death. Tig an injury to mankind, to wiſh you hal 
been born to a life of repofe and leiſure : There are tu 
few examples of generefity and juſtice in the world, 1 
eviſh any perſon of good character conceaÞd, There ar, 


if they ſhould take it into their heads io elope from man: 


far from being detrimented, that they would be highj 
obliged by it; that ſo thoſe only who are a grace to hum 
nature, might appear in acti ve and public tations. 1 4« i 
rot, ſays the, in a letter to another friend, ae ay i 
recluſe notions of religion, my _— of that are juf 

- Upon the whole, 
it may be ſaid with the greateſt truth, in defence of 
Mrs. Roxwe's retreat, that ſhe did not fly to deſaris that 
ſhe might wholly reſign herſelf to ſloth, and a monaſtic Wi 
kind of devotion unprofitable to the world; but amid! 
the quiet and leiſure of ſolitude, ſhe employed no ſmall M 
part of hex time in actions of munificence and charity; Wi 
or in compoſing thoſe works with which ſhe has obliged Wl 


of benevolence and piety, may be of the moſt laſting 
and extenſive benefit to mankind, 


Ir has been imputed to perſons of recluſe and aſcetic 


from ſenſual indulgencies, againſt which they are wont 
to expreſs the utmoſt ſeverity; yet they are too fre- 


„and the like hateful diſpoſitions of the mind. | 
The 


» — 
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The luſtre of Mrs. Rowe's charafter was not ſullied by 
ſo great a blemiſh. She was as exemplary for every ſo- 
cial and good-natur'd virtue, as for the exact ſanctity of 
her manners; and juſtly thought the ſins, to which the 
Ws foul is tempted by its union with the body, attended 
Vith leſs degrees of guilt than thoſe other wices of a 
; aver fort ; which ſhe believed, debaſed human nature 
into a nearer reſemblance to that moſt evil and malevo- 
lent ſpirit, who is repreſented, in the ſacred writings, 
as perfectly oppoſite to the benignity of the ſupreme 
Being. 


Sus had the happieſt command over her paſſions, and 
maintained a conſtant calmneſs of temper, and ſweetneſs 
of diſpoſition, that could not be ruffled with adverſe ac- 
cidents, nor ſoured by the approach of old age itſelf. 

lt has been queſtioned hacker ſhe was ever angry in 
ner whole life; at leaſt with regard to thoſe little miſ- 
AS fortunes, and diſpleaſing incidents, that occur in com- 
non life, which, tho” really of a trivial nature, fre- 

WE quently prove too ſtrong temptations to indecencies of 
paſſion ; ſhe was only wont to turn theſe into ſubjects 
of mirth and agreeable raillery. And as perſons are 
apt to be leaſt on their guard againſt exceſſes of this 
kind towards inferiors and domeſtics, it ought to. be ob- 
ſerved, that her ſervant who lived with her near twenty 
years, ſcarce ever diſcovered in her miſtreſs, any ten- 
dency to anger towards herſelf, or any warmth of re- 
ſentment againſt others, except in the cauſe of Heaven, 
againſt great impiety, and flagrant crimes ; on which oc- 
caſions, ſome degree of indignation is not only irre- 
proachable, but truly deſerves. the name of commend- 
able and virtuous zeal. 


Ta uncommon kind of praiſe that is given to Mr. 
Cowley, by the author of his life, that no one Bau ever 
reaſon to wiſh his wit had been liſi, is equally due to 
Mrs. Rowe : For, together with the moſt manly eleva- 
tion of genius, ſhe poſſeſſed all that gentleneſs and — 
ne 
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| neſs of diſpoſition, which gives her own lovely ſex ſuch 
irreſiſtible charms; and was intirely free from that ſe. 
verity of temper which has made the character of a wit 
unamiable, it not quite mfamous. Next to lewd and 
profane writings, ſhe expreſſed the ſtrongeſt averſion to 
ſatire, as it is uſually fo replete with, perſonal malice and 
invective. No ſtrokes of this kind can be found in her 
works; and her converſation was no leſs innocent of 
every appearance of ill nature, than her writings. She 
fortified her reſolutions againſt evil ſpeaking, by particu- 
lar and ſolemn vows, as appears by the a ſacred 
engagement, tranſcribed from her manuſcript. 


Oct. 6. 1726. 


O het me once again bind myſelf to the Lord, nevhr 
(by thy grace) to Treak evil of any perſon. O held m 
to govern my tongue by the ftricteſt rules of charity and 
truth, and never to utter any evil ſurmiſes, or make the 
leaft reflection to the diſhonour of my neighbour, Let m, 
in the minuteſt circumſtance, do to others, as I would thr 
ſhould af to me. Let me hope, let me believe all thing 
to the advantage of others. Give me thy divine aſſiſtant 
to perform this great duty, and ſet thou a watch on nm) 


words ; and keep, O ftridtly keep the deor of my lips, that 
J offend not. with my tongue. Now let thy grace l' 


Sufficient for me, and thy firength be manifeſt in my weak 
neſs. In thy ftrength, in the name of the Lord my R. 
deemer, let me engage with all my future temptation: 


' Look graciouſly on this petition, and remember me whe Ml g 


Ja in any ſuſpence, any exigence, or am ready to forgt 
my engagements. In the moment that I ſhall wavr 
ſtrengthen me; reſtrain me when the malignant thought 


ariſes ; and while the yet unuttered words 5 ready to iju Wl 
govern my It 3 l 


from my lips, ſet thou thy bridle there, an 
bellious faculty. | 


Mrs. Rowe ftritly regulated her conduct by d 


ſolemn vow, and could hardly think any occaſion would 


* Juſtify the reporting what was prejudicial to the reps (i 


tation 
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lation of another. I can ＋ to you (ſays ſhe, in a 
Netter to a lady, with whom ſhe had lived in a long and 
noſt intimate friendſhip) if you ever knew me make an 
vious, or an ill-natur'd reflection on any perſon upon earth. 
died, the follies of mankind would afford a wide and da- 
en, ſcene; but charity would draw a weil of darkneſs 
ere, and chu/e to be for ever filent, rather than expatiate 
= he melancholy theme. Scandal and detraction appear- 
ad to her ſuch extreme inhumanity, as no charms of wit 
ad politeneſs could make tolerable, If ſhe was forced 
o be preſent at ſuch kind of converſation, ſhe had ſome- 
Wimes (when the freedom might be decently uſed) the 
ourage openly to condemn it; and, I believe, always 
he generoſity to undertake the defence of the abſent, 
ben unjuſtly accuſed, and to extenuate even their real 
faults and errors. 


Sas was as unacquainted with envy, as if it had 
een impoſſible for ſo baſe a paſſion to enter into the 
human mind; and was always forward to do juſtice 
o every fine writer, and illuſtrious character of the age. 
be exceedingly lov'd to praiſe, and never fail'd to ob- 
ere and applaud every appearance of merit in thoſe 
ich whom ſhe was acquainted ; but over-looked all 
heir frailties, with more than even the uſual partiality of 
Friendship. Yet, tho“ ſhe could have wiſhed to have made 
o other uſe of ſpeech, than to commend. worth and 
irtue, on ſome occaſions, a ſenſe of duty compelled. her 
= reprove ;. but the ſeeming ſeverity of this virtue, was 
empered by the ſofteſt arts of gentleneſs and goodneſs, 
In proof of which it may not be improper to add, 
an inſtance of the honeſt artifice ſhe uſed to diſguiſe 
er admoritions, that ſhe has been frequently obſerved 
go commend perſons of diſtinguiſhed eminence for one 
Wind of moral worth, before ſome of her friends who 
ere deficient in that particular virtue, in hopes. th 
> ight be ſtruck with the beauty of the example, whic 
= propoſed to their imitation in a manner ſo little apt 
o give offence. 
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Sur had few equals in her excellent turn for con. 


verſation. Her wit was inexhauſtible, and ſhe expreſſed 
her thoughts in the moſt beautiful and lowing eloquence; 


and as theſe uncommon advantages were accompanied 


with an eaſy neſs, and unaffeted openneſs of beha. 
viour, ſhe infinitely charmed all who knew her. A pe. 
culiar elevation of underſtanding made her deſpiſe thoſe 
trifles which uſually dwell on the lips of the fair ſex, and 
ſhe would always have choſen to talk on important and 
inſtructive themes; yet, leaſt conſtant diſcourſe of a ſe. 


rious kind ſhould prove diſtaſteful and weariſome, the 
ſometimes entertained her friends on more gay and in- 


different ſubjects. But as ſoon as it could be done with- 


out the appearance of affeftation, ſhe returned to he: 


favourite topics, on which ſhe exerted all her exquilite 0 


talents, to recommend the moſt exact morality and ſub- 


lime piety ; ſo that it ſeemed impoſſible to be in her 3 


company without growing wiſer and better,. or to leave 1 


it without regret. 


Mas. Rowwe's wit, beauty and merit, had even fron 
her youth, conciliated to her much compliment an( 
praiſe, and from ſuch judges of worth, as might have 
made ſome degree of vanity ſeem almoſt pardonable in i 
lady and an author. Yet, amidſt theſe temptations u 
pride, ſhe retained all the humility of the meaneſt and 
moſt obſcure perſon of the human race. She rarely 
mentioned any of her writings, even to her moſt int 
mate friends; nor ever diſcovered the leaſt elation of i 
-mind at their great ſucceſs, and the approbation they r- al 
ceiv'd from ſome of the fineſt writers of the age. T 

raiſes with which her works were honoured, only le! 

her to aſcribe the glory to the Original of all perf 
tion, on whoſe power ſhe maintained a conſtant ſen Wn 
of her dependance, and with the moſt grateful pity Wl 
own'd her obligations to his goodneſs, Ie is. but fr 
Heaven, ſaid ſhe, to give @ turn to one of my. nerv 
and I ſhould: be an ideot. She aſſumed no indecent ſhat ny 
in converſation, and has been frequently known w7 1 
en 
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Gent on ſubjets ſhe well underſtood, and on which 
ge could have diſplayed her wit to great advantage. 
er friends could not fail to obſerve. the modeſt care 
ge uſed, in avoiding the mention of any thing that 


Jong intimacy with which ſhe favoured me, remember 
one expreſſion of vanity; or ſenſe of her own worth, 
St hat might in the leaſt tain her humility. She never 
d;tated to others, nor arrogated any reſpe& and defe- 
WS ence to her own ſentiments; but in converſing with 
eerſons of parts and abilities far beneath her own, 
emed to ſtudy to make the ſuperiority of her genius 
easy to them, — the moſt obliging goodneſs and con- 
eſcenſion of behaviour. Nor were her affability and 
eeadineſs of acceſs to thoſe of the loweſt rank, leſs re- 


eeat any one with inſolence or contempt. On the con- 
u, as ſhe infinitely loved and reverenced true good- 
es, I have been witneſs of the real and peculiar re- 
Nees ſhe paid to ſincere. piety, when great degrees of 
gp norance, and extremely mean circumſtances, might 
ve quite obſcured it to leſs humble and generous 


p 4 * 
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4 1 
| 


Sus was perfectly untainted with that love of plea- 
ee which has ſo univerſally corrupted the preſent age; 
Yad is juſtly tho to have the moſt unfriendly in- 


pf eence on the nobleſt kinds of virtue“. She was ig- 
ant of every polite and faſhionable game. Play, 
„e believed, at beſt, was but an art of loſing time, and 
1  S<tting to think; but when ſhe reflected on the fatal 
ol f | conſequences 
6 .— — 

en 8 g E 

— 4 * Admiratione afficiuntur ii, qui anteire racteros virtue 
nl ns & — omni « dedecore, tum vero its vi- 
at ns 24245 alii non facile poſſunt ob/iftere. Nam volup- 
, f/andiffimae dominar, majores partes animi a wir- 
- 8 detorguent. : 


Cic, de Off. lib. 11. cap. 10. 


might tend to her own honour: Nor can I, during the 


aarkable and exemplary. "Twas impoſſible for her to 
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nee: that attend a fond attachment to this diver- 
fion, the had even an horror for it. Her taſte was too 
juſt, to reliſh thoſe inſipid trifles, called Nowe/s and Ro- 
mances, uſually as defective in wit, and true imitation of 
nature, as replete with indecent images, which pollute 
the imagination, and ſhock every chaſte mind. She 
would, indeed, _ COLE merger of the = 
theatre (efpecially thoſe of the tragic kind) capable 

b agordiag >. moſt noble and — pleaſure, if ſhe 
could have believed them innocent; but fo few of them 
appeared to her inoffenſive to virtue, that ſhe thought fir 
to abſtain from thoſe entertainments, which, in her opi- 
nion, generally tended to promote impurity of manners, 
and expoſe piety to ſcorn and ridicule. The native 
9 — of Yer ſoul preſerved her from any fondneſs 
r luxury in food, judging it much beneath the dig- 
nity of a being poſſeſſed of reaſon, and born for im- 
mortality. She was always pleaſed with whatever ſhe 
found on her table ; and neither the kind of her food, 
nor the manner of drefling it, gave her any uneaſineſs: 
For if in either of theſe reſpects it was not perfectly 
agreeable, it only afforded her a ſubject of wit and plea- 
ſantry, inſtead of occafioning any diſguſt, or ſerious 
reſentment. She mixed in no parties of pleaſure, and 
extremely defpifed the trivial and uninſtructive eon- 
verſation of formal viſits, which ſhe avoided; at leaſt, 
as much as decency would allow ; and, indeed (except 
drawing) ſhe had almoſt an equal contempt for every 
thing that bears the name of diverſion and amuſement, 
even of the moſt innocent kind. But, I confeſs, this 
part of the charaQter of this excellent lady may not be 
ſo fit for general imitation. For tho” the conſtant viva- 
city and chearfulneſs of Mrs. Rowe's natural temper, might 
po ſeem to ſet her above the neceſſity of allowing 
elf ſome intervals of amuſement to relax the mind, 

yet ſuch great abſtinence from every kind of recreation, 
might, in moſt perſons, tend to four the mind with au- 


ſtere and unamiĩable diſpoſitions ; or, at leaſt, to * 
* t 


tra 


Mrs. ELIZABETH Rows: xlii 


the ſpirits to ſuch a degree of melancholy, as would un” 
fit them for the neceſſary duties and offices of life, _ 
Suk had a contempt of riches that has been rarely 
equalled, and which, I believe, may be looked upon 
as a certain mark of a truly great mind *. As ſhe ex- 
preſſed herſelf much pleaſed with the moderate fortune, 
allotted her by the divine Providence, which afforded 
her eaſe and plenty to the extent of her wiſhes ; ſo ſhe 
never purſued any deſigns to advance her circumſtan- 
ces in life, She could not be perſuaded to publiſh her 
works by ſubſcription, or even to accept the advanta- 
geous terms offered by the Bookſeller, if ſhe would per- 
mit her ſcattered pieces to be collected and publiſhed to- 
ether. She wrote no dedications to the great, and 
the name of no miniſter of ſtate is to be found in her 
works. She never ſaw a court; and if ſhe has occa- 
fionally mentioned, with honour, ſome of the princes 
under whoſe reigns ſhe lived, it was only from a ſincere 
veneration for the fautors of liberty (which ineſtimable 
bleſſing ſhe juſtly valued) and without the leaſt expec- 
tation of any reward, beyond the pleaſures of diſcoveriog 
her gratitude to thoſe who appeared ta her public bene- 
factors to their country. The high eſteem ſhe ex- 
preſſed for ſome of her friends of diſtinguiſhed rank, 
was equally free from the ſuſpicion of intereſted viewsz 
for as ſhe gained nothing by their friendſhip, but the 
happineſs of their converſation, and an acquaintance 
with their virtues; the praiſes ſhe gave them, ought, in 
juſtice, to be looked on as the incenſe due to merit. 
The love of money ſhe thought the molt ſordid and 
ignoble of paſſions, and frequently lamented its too ge- 
neral prevalence over the human mind, She * not 
ä now 
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i : 
Maxime adi irantur eum, qui pecunia non movetur.: 
quod in quo. viro perſpectum fit, hunc igni ſpectatam arbi- 


trantur. 
Cic. de Off. lib. ii. cap. 11. 
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know her own eſtates from others, 'till fome motives of 


prudence obliged her to inform herſelf, when ſhe ap- 

hended ſhe was ſoon to leave them; and was ſo far 
Hom that rigor in exacting her due which approaches 
to 1 that her neglect of her intereſt may ra- 
ther be cenſured as exceſſive: She let her eſtates be- 
neath their intrinſic value, as appears by the confidera-' 
ble advance of the rents ſince her deceaſe; and was ſo 
gentle to her tenants, that ſhe not only had no law ſuit 
with any of them, but would not ſo much as ſuffer 
them to be threatened with the ſeizure of their $, 
on the neglect of the payment of their rents. When 
one of them, who owed her an hundred pounds, car- 
ried off all his ſtock in the night, ſhe could not be pre- 
vailed on to embrace an opportunity in her power of 
ſeizing it afterwards ; and if he had not; in this manner 
quitted the eſtate, - upon receiving ſome juſt menages 


without her knowledge, tis more than probable, that 


her exreſs of goodneſs would have always prevented her 
from having recourſe to ri us — „ him, 
and compel him to do her juſtice. Twould be eaſy 
to add ſeveral other inſtances greatly prejudicial to her 
intereſt, in which ſhe voluntarily departed from her 
right, when ſhe had the higheſt claim of equity. She 
could fcarce bear the mention of injuſtice, without 
trembling; and the tenderneſs and delicacy of her con- 
ſcience, with to this fin, was fo great, that ſhe 
hardly thought ſhe could keep far enough from it. J 
can to thee, ſays ſhe in an addreſs to God, hor 
1 efly 1 have adted in malters of equity, and how 
willingly I hawe injured be „ to right others. She 
| — with much warmth of the extreme danger of any 

ſhoneſt and-frandulent practice, and expreſſed her won- 
der, how perſons could die with any repoſe of mind, 
under the leaſt degree of ſuch kind of guilt. 


00 
Hz indifference to ory was ſcarce leſs remarkable. 


As the ſeemed to ſhun fame by concealing herſelf, du- 


ring almoſt the whole of her life, in an obſcure — 
0, 
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do the practiſed no arts to promote her reputation. She 
- wrote no preface to any of her works, to prepoſſeſs the 
public in their favour “, nor ſuffered them to be ac- 
companied with panegyricks of her friends. She would 
not, indeed, ſo much as allow her name to be prefixed 
to any of them, perhaps, ſome few poems 

in the earlier part of her life: And tho? this occaſioned 
ſeveral of her works to be aſcribed to other hands +, 
the did not alter the modeſty of her conduct. When 
ſhe intended to communicate to the world Friend/bip in 
Death, ſhe ſhewed the manuſcript to no more than one 
rſon, on whoſe ſecreſy ſhe could rely; and after he 
ad, by her order, copied it in his own hand, ſhe ſent 
it to Dr. Young, only knowing him by his works, and 
inſcribed his name to the dedication, in hopes that be- 
ing publiſhed by him, and appearing under the patron- 
of his name, all her acquaintance would imagine 
this piece to be written by ſome friend of that eminent 
poet. And when the inimitable beauties of Mrs. Rowe's 
manner of writing, diſcovered the true author, and this 
performance began to be univerſally admired, ſhe ſtill 
continued to avoid owning it, as far-as was conſiſtent 
with a ſtrict regard to truth: She even declined the ha- 
nour due to her aſhes and memory after death; far 
when 
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* Dr. Young was the author of the preface to Friend- 
ſbip in Death. | 


+ Sir Richard Steele, when he publiſhed a beautiful 
Paſtoral of Mrs. Rowwe's, in his Poetical Miſcellanies, 
aſcribed it to the author of the anonymous verſes before 
the tragedy of Cato: A miſtake, I ſuppoſe, only owing 
to ſome fancie{ reſemblance in the hand - writing. The 
learned authors of the Bibliotbegue Britannigue alſo, in 
giving an account of Friendſhip in Death, &c. were not 
only ignorant of her name, but miſtook even the ſex of 
the writer, See Bib, Brit. Tom, xiii. p. 39. 
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when ſhe ſelected from her manufcript volume of de- 
votions, ſome exerciſes of piety, with a view to their 
publication after her deceaſe, ſhe ſtudiouſſy omitted thoſe 
parts that would have diſcovered her unexampled charity, 
and other virtues which moſt conciliate the eſteem and 
veneration of the world: Nor could any thing, per- 
haps, but the ſuddenneſs of her death, have prevented 
her committing to the flames the book I have juſt men. 
tioned, which has ſo often aſſiſted me in my attempt to 
do juſtice to her chatacter. And as ſhe intruſted the 
care of her poſthumous pieces to one, who (ſhe could 
not be inſenſible) had never entertained a thought of 
being an author, and whoſe incurable want of health 
muſt render him peculiarly unfit to compoſe any thing 
for public view; it is more than probable, that *twas 
her intention that this collection of her remains ſhould 
be communicated to the world without any account of 
her life and character; which, thro' extreme humility, 
the judged unworthy the knowledge and imitation of 
ſterity. The ſame modeſt diſpoſition of mind appears 
in the orders ſhe left in writing to her ſervant, in which, 
after having deſired that her funeral might be by night, 
and attended only by a ſmall number of friends, ſhe 
adds, Charge Mr. Bowden not to ſay ore word of me in 
the fermon. I would lie in my father's grave, and have 
zo flone nor inſcription over my wile duſt, which I glad 
leave to oblivion and corruption, *till it riſe to a Cr 
immortality. 


Mas. Rowe was exemplary for every relative duty, 
Filial piety was a remarkable part of her character. 
She loved the beſt of fathers as ſhe ought, and repaid 
his uncommon care and tenderneſs, by all juſt returns of 
duty and affection. She has been heard to ſay, That 

could die, rather than do any thing to diſpleaſe bim; 
and the anguiſh ſhe felt at ſeeing him in pain, in his laſt 
ſickneſs, was ſo great, that it occaſioned ſome kind of 
convulfion, a diſorder from which ſhe was wholly. free 


in every other part of her life, | 
6: 1 Wares 
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Wurm ſhe was entered into a marriage ſtate, 
the higheſt eſteem and moſt tender affection appeared 
in all her conduct to Mr. Rowe ; and by the moſt gentle 
and obliging manners, and the exerciſe of every ſocial 
and good-natur'd virtue, ſhe confirm'd the empire ſhe 
had gained over his heart. She complied with his in- 
clinations in ſeveral. inſtances to which ſhe was natu- 
rally averſe ; and made it her ſtudy to ſoften the anxie- 
ties, and heighten all the ſatisfactions of his life. Her 
capacity for ſuperior things did not tempt her to neglect 


the leſs honourable cares which the laws of cuſtom and. 


decency impoſe on the ſofter ſex in the connubial re- 
lation: Much leſs was ſhe led by a ſenſe of her own 
merit, to aſſume any thing to herſelf inconſiſtent with 
that duty and ſubmiſſion, which the precepts of chriſtian 
piety ſo ſtrictly injoin. Mr. Rowe had ſome mixture 
of natural warmth in his temper, of which he had not 
always a perfect command: If at any time this broke 
out into ſome little exceſſes of anger, it never awakened 
any paſilon of the like kind in Mrs. Rowe; but, on 
the contrary, ſhe always remained miſtreſs of herſelf, 
and ſtudied, by the gentleſt language and moſt ſoothing 
endearments, to reſtore Mr. Rowe's mind to that calm- 
neſs which reaſon approves. And ſhe equally endea- 
voured, in every other inſtance, by the ſofteſt arts of 
perſuaſion, and in a manner remote from all airs of ſu- 
periority, to lead Mr. Rowe on towards that perfec- 
tion of virtue, to which ſhe herſelf aſpired with the 
trueſt Chriſtian zeal. During the long illneſs which 


ended in his death, ſhe ſcarce ever ſtirred from him a 


moment, and alleviated his ſevere affliction, by perform- 
ing with inconceivable tenderneſs and aſſiduity, all the 
offices of compaſſion ſuited to that melancholy ſeaſon, 
She partook his ſleepleſs nights, and never quitted his 
bed, unleſs to ſerve him, or watch by him. And as 
ſhe could ſcarce be perſuaded to forſake even his breath- 


leſs clay, ſo ſhe conſecrated her future years to his 


memory, by honouring his aſhes with reſolutions of 


perpetual widowhood, which with a conſtancy ſuperior 
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Her great humanity would not ſuffer her to be offended 
with light 
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to her ſex, ſhe inviolably maintained. Her conduct in 
this laſt inſtance, on the review of it after an interyal 


of ſeveral years, and in near — 2 of death, af. 
8 


forded her great ſatisfaction; thus expreſſes 


herſelf in a letter intended, aſter her own deceaſe, to 


be delivered to Mrs. Arabella Marrow, if that lady 
had ſurvived her. The ſolitude in which I have ſpent 
my time fince Mr. Rowe's death, has given me leiſure 
to make the darkneſs of the grave and the ſolemnity «of 
dying familiar ſcenes to my imagination. Whatever ſuch 
diftinguiſhed ſenſe and merit could claim, I have endea- 
veured to pay my much-low'd hufband"s memory. I reſid 
with pleaſure on my conduct on this occafion ; not only 
from a principle of juſtice and gratitude to him, but from 
a conſcious ſenſe of "A 66 and love of a virtuous reputa- 
tion after death. But if the ſoul, in a ſeparate flate, 
ſhould be inſenfible of human cenjure or applauſe, yet ther: 
is a diſintereſted homage due to the ſacred name of wir- 


A 
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Suk mourned over the death of her huſband and 
father, with all that becoming tenderneſs and ſenfibility 
which ought to touch every humane and generous heart, 
at the Jofs of the deareft perfons on earth; yet her ſub- 
miſſion to the determination of divine Providene was 
exemplary, and ſhe never preſumed to breathe any cri- 
ae murmurs againſt the will of Heaven, which is ever 
juſt and good, or behaved, in this hour of temptation, 
in a manner unſuitable te that eminent piety which ap- 
peared in every other part of her life. 


Sas was a gentle and kind miſtreſs; treating her ſer- 
vants with great condeſcenſion, and goodneſs, and al- 
moſt with the affability of a friend and equal. She 
cauſed due care to be taken of them, when they were 
ill; and did not think it miſbecame her, to fit by the 
bed of a fick ſervant to read to her books of piety. 


faults; and as ſhe never diſmiſſed any one 
from 


| 
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from her family, fo, I think, none of her ſervants ever 
left her, but with a view to the changing their condition 
by marriage. She knew when ſhe was well ſerved, and 
repoſed ſo much truſt in thoſe whoſe fidelity e had ex- 
perienced, that it might ſeem to verge towards exceſs ; 
yet, even ſuch great confidence was hardly more than 
was due to that ſervant who was with Mrs. Rowe at 
the time of her death; whoſe long and faithful duty to 
her miſtreſs, and remarkable ſorrow for her lofs, deſerve 
to be mentioned with honour, 


Sus was a warm and 1 friend, juſt, if not 
partial, to the merit of thoſe whom ſhe loved, and moſt 
gentle and candid to their errors. She was always for- 
ward to do them good offices; but in a diſtinguiſhed 
manner ſhe ſtudied, with infinite art and zeal, to in- 
ſinuate the love of virtue into all her acquaintance, and 
to promote their moſt important intereſt, by inciting 
them to the practice of every thing that would recom- 
mend them to higher degrees of the divine favour. This 
the propoſed as the beſt end of friendſhip. 


Mas. Rowe was not entirely free from the attacks 
of malice, that ſhe might not be without opportunity to 


exerciſe the divine virtue of forgiveneſs; yet one could 


ſcarce have learned from her diſcourſe that ihe had an 
enemy; for ſhe was not want to complain of any inde- 
cent conduct or injuries done to herſelf: So that it was 
apparent, ſuch things made light impreſſions on her mind; 
or that ſhe had endeavoured to efface them with the hap- 
pieſt ſucceſs. 


Tis a celebrated thought of the Emperor“ Julian, 
which he makes M. Antoninus expreſs, when he repre- 
ſents him, with other Roman Emperors, undergoing the 
ſcrutiny of Jupiter: When he was aſked what he had 

Vol. I. c done 
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Fuliani Caęſares, Edit, Par. p. 91. 
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done to merit an Aporhe/7s, he replied, He had alwa; 
fudied to reſemble the.Geds: And being aſked again, in 
What he had endeavoured to be like them, he anſwered, 
In having as few wants as poſſible of my on, and dving 
good moſt extenſively to others. This is certainly a juit 
account of a divine temper; and this was, in a preat 
degree, the temper of Mrs. Rowe : For ſcarce any of the 
human race was more ſenſible of the truth of that ſay. 
ing of the ſacred founder of our religion, IT 1s moxx 
BLESSED TO GIVE, THAN TO RECEIVE. There i, 
ſays ſhe in a letter to a lady, written ſo early as in the 
year 1697, an eternal propenſity in ny foul to. love and 
beneficence. I received the generous principle with the breath 
of life, and find it inſeparable from my exiſtence. And 
in her later years, ſhe ſaid to another of her moſt inti- 
mate friends, Half the pleaſure of my life would be las, 
if there were no poor, Nor was this only the peculiar 
ſoftneſs of her ſex, or natural felicity of temper, but 
the moſt virtuous deſire to diffuſe happineſs. Her zeal 
to do generous actions is inexpreſſible; it broke out on 
all poſſible occaſions; and there was not, I believe, one 
of her friends in any rank of life, who did not expe- 
SE rience her beneficent diſpoſition, by receiving from her 
preſents of books, pictures, c. if not gifts of higher 
value. - 
Hex charities were ſo great (if we conſider the me- 
diocrity of her fortune) that they can ſcarce be paral- 
- Jel'd, except in the hiſtories of better times, when 
Chriſlianity had all its due power over the hearts of 
thoſe who profeſſed it: They were, indeed, only limi- 
ted by the utmoſt extent of her power; for ſhe devoted 
the = fra of her income, beſides what was barely ſuf- 
ficient for the neceſſities of life, to the relief of the in- 
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digent and diſtreſſed. This her manuſcript acquaints us I 
with, in the following vow; which as it evidences 2 a 
heart glowing with the love of God and mankind, i + 
worthy of the higheſt praiſe; but as this ſolemn engage. * 


ment involved Mrs. Rowe in ſome perplexities, it ſeems 
peculiariy 
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culiarly fit to add, that her example ought not to 
nfluence pious minds thus to fetter themſelves in things 
not abſolutely commanded ; ſince the obſervation of ſuch 
vows may be attended with unforeſeen difficulties inju- 
rious to'the future peace of their lives, 


I CONSECRATE half my yearly income to chari- 
table uſes. And though, by this, according to human ap- 
pearances, I have reduced myſelf to ſome neceſſity, I caſt 
all my care on that gracious God to whom 1 am devoted, 
and to whoſe truth I ſubſcribe with my hand. I atteſt his 
faithfulneſs, and. bring in my teſtimony to the veracity of 
his word; T ſet to my ſeal, that God is true; and oh! by 
the God of truth, I fewear to 1 this, and beyond 
this, For if thou wilt indeed bleſs me, and inlarge my 
coaft, all that I hade beyond the bare convenience and ne- 
cefſity of life, ſhall ſurely be the Lord's. And ob! grant 
me ſufficiency, that I may abound in every good work. O 
let me be the meſſenger FA conſolation to the poor. Here 
am I, Lord, ſend me. t me have the honour to admi- 
niſter to the neceſſities of my brethren. I am, indeed, un- 
worthy to wipe the feet of the leaſt of the ſervants of 
my Lord, much more unworthy of this glorious © commiſ/- 
Jon; and yet, oh! ſend me, for thy voodneſs is free. Send 
whom thou wilt on embaſſies to the Lings and rulers of the 
earth; but let me be a ſervant to the ſervants of my 
Lord. Let me adminiſter conſolation and relief to the af- 
flited members of my exalted and glorious Redeemer. Let 
this be my let, and I give the glories of the wworld to the 
wind, 


Puxs uAx rf to this ſacred vow, which (as ſhe ex- 
preſſes herſelf in another place of her manuſcript) ava 
not made in an hour of 9 — and diſtreſs, but in the joy 
and gratitude of her foul, ſhe not only avoided all ſuper- 
fluous expence in dreſs and luxury, but thro? an exceſs 
of benevolence (if there can be any exceſs in ſuch a 
godlike diſpoſition) to inlarge her abilities of doing good 
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to her fellow- creatures, ſne denied herſelf what might, 
in ſome ſenſe, be called the real neceſſaries of life. 


Mis gv and indigence were a ſufficient recommen- 
dation to her compaſſionate regard and afliſtance ; yet ſhe 
ſhewed a diſtinguiffiꝰd readineſs to alleviate the afflictions 
of perſons of merit and virtue: And one who had the 
beſt opportunities of making this obſervation, aſſures me, 
that ſhe never knew any ſuch apply to Mrs. Roæve, with- 
ont ſucceſs. 'The firſt time ſhe accepted of a gratifica- 
tion from the bookſeller for any of 8 works, ſhe be- 
ſtowed the whole ſum on a family in diſtreſs; and there 
is great reaſon. to believe that ſhe employed all the 
money that\ſhe ever received on ſuch an account, in as 
— a manner. And once, when ſhe had not by 

r a ſum of money large enough to ſupply the like ne- 
ceſſities of another family, ſhe readily fold a piece of 
plate for this purpoſe. She was accuſtomed, on goin 
abroad, to furniſh herſelf with pieces of money of if 
ferent value, that ſhe might relieve any objects of com- 

n who ſhould fall in ber way, according to. their 

. ſeveral degrees of merit or indigence. Nor was her 
beneficence confined to the neighbourhood of the place 
where ſhe lived, but during her reſidence in the coun- 
try, ſhe ſent large ſums to London, and other diſtant parts. 
She contributed to ſome deſigns that had the appearance 


of charity, tho' ſhe could nat approve of them in every 


reſpect. For ſhe ſaid, I. was fit, ſometimes, to give for 


the credit of religion, when other inducements were want- 


ing, that the profeſſors of Chriſtiamiy might not be 


charged with covetouſneſs : A vice which ſhe abhorred 
ſo-much, that ſcarce any groſſer kind of immorality 
could more effectually exclude from her friendſhip. J 
never, ſaid ſhe, grudge any money, but when it is laid 
out on myſelf ; for I confider how much it would buy for 
the poor. | Beſides the ſums of money which ſhe gave 
away, and the diſtribution of practical books on reli- 


gious ſubjects: ſhe employed her own hands in — 
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of charity to cloath the neceſſitous. This ſhe did, not 
only for the natives of the lower Palatinate, when they 
were driven from their country by the rage of war, 
which appeared a catamity peculiarly worthy of com- 
paſſion ; but it was her frequent employment to make 
garments of almoſt every kind, and beitow them on 
thoſe who wanted them. She diſcovered a ſtrong ſenſe 
of humanity, and often ſhewed her, exquiſite concern for 
the unhappy, by weeping over their misfortunes. Theſe 
were the generous tears of virtue, and not any femi- 
nine weaknels ; for ſhe was rarely obſerved to weep at 
aMiQions that befel herſelf. She was, indeed, ſo ſenſibly 
touched with the miſeries of the poor, as not only to 
ſend her ſervant to examine what they ſtood in need of 
when they were fick, but often viſited them in perſon, . 
when they were ſo wretched, that their houſes were not 
fit for her to enter into; and even when their diſtem- 
pers were highly malignant and contagious, One kind 
of munificence, in which fhe greatly delighted, was 
cauſing children to be taught to read and work: Theſe 
ſhe furniſhed with ſupplies of cloathing, as well as Bi- 
bles, and other neceſſary books of inſtruction. This ſhe 
did not only at Frome, but alſo at a neighbouring vil- 
lage where part of her eſtate lay. And when ſhe met 
in the ſtreets with children of promiſing countenances, 
who were perfectly unknown to her, if upon inquiry, 
it appeared, that thro? the poverty of their parents they 
were not put to ſchool, ſhe added them to the number 


of thoſe who were taught at her own expence. She 


condeſcended, herſelf, to inſtruct them in the plain and 
neceſſary principles and duties of religion ; and the grief 
ſhe felt when any of them did not anſwer the hopes ſhe 
hadFentertained, was equal to the great ſatisfaction ſhe 
received, when -it appeared that her care and bounty 
had been well-placed. She was alſo a contributor to 
a charitable inſtitution of this kind at Frome, of a more 
public nature; tho', according to the general cuſtom 
of ſuch ſchools, all who were educated in it, were com- 
pelled to worſhip God in that one particular form, from 
* 3 which 
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which ſhe herſelf took the liberty to diſſent. But Mrs. 
Rewe was not corrupted by this example of contracted 
goodneſs, which can ſcarce be reconciled to that univer- 
ial berevolence the Goſpel injoins: Her charities were 
not confined to thoſe cf her own party or ſentiments, 
but beſtowed on indigent perſons of almoſt all the ſects 
into which Chriſtianity is divided; and even thoſe who'e 
religious opinions ſeemed to her of the moſt dangerous 
conſequence, partook largely of her bounty. Nor was 
her beneficence limited to thoſe only who in ſtrict terms 


might be called poor; for as ſhe was wont to ſay, 


'T was one of the greateſt benejits that cauld be done to 
mankind, to free them from the cares and anxieties that 
eiltnd a narrow fortune ; in purſuance of theſe gene- 
rous ſentiments, ſhe has been often known to make 
large preſents to perſons who were not oppreſſed with 
the laſt extremes of indigence. And with regard to 
thoſe whoſe circumſtances were ſuch, that accepting alms 
might have put their modeſty to ſome pain, the ſtudied 
to ſpare their bluſhes, while ſhe rel eved their wants, 
When one ſuch perſon of her acquaintance was in ſome 
diſtreſs, ſhe contrived to loſe at play a ſum of money 
ſufſicient to ſupply the neceſſity of the caſe. This was, 
perhaps, the only time ſhe touched a card in her life. 
She poſſeſſed in an eminent degree the art of giving, a 
nobler accompliſhment than the art of enjeyirg, on which 
one great poet of antiquity compliments another“. For 
ſhe knew — to heigkten every favour, by the ready 
and obliging manner in which ſhe conferred it. Indeed 
to the poor ſhe ſeemed a miniſtring angel: Her good- 
neſs prevented their requeſts 4 ; and ſmiles, gentle lan- 


guage, 


Di tibi divitias dederint, artemque fruendi. 


Hox. lib. i. ep. 4. ad Tibull. 


+ Theſe hands wiil feortly be fliff and uſeleſs in tht 
grave, that are now capable of diſtributing to the nech 
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guage, and the warmeſt e ee of good will, always 
accompanied her actions of merey. The diſtreſſed were 
encouraged to diſcloſe all their wants, by the kindeſt aſ- 
ſurances of relief; and ſhe treated them with the ſweet- 
neſs and eaſy goodneſs of a friend, rather than the ſu- 
pefiority of a benefactor; nor was ſhe inclined to take. 
ofence at the appearance of ingratitude in her depen- 
dents. When ſhe chanced to overhear ſome unthankful 
poor, entertained at her ſervant's table, murmur at their 
food, tho? ſhe had fed on the ſame herſelf, ſhe only put 
this gentle conſtruction on their behaviour, That they 
expected ſomething better than ordinary from her table. 
And ſhe was ſo far from reſenting this indecent delicacy 
of appetite, that ſhe did not, even at that time, omit the 
alms the uſually gave wnen any indigent perfuns were 
entertained at her houſe, 


"Tis aſtoniſhing how the moderate eſtate Mrs. Rave 
was poſſeſſed of; could ſupply ſuch various and expenſive 
benefactions; and her own ſenſe of this once broke out 
to an intimate friend; I am ſurpris d, ſaid ſhe to her, 
how it is poſſible my eſtate ſhou!d an/wwer all theſe things, 
when T confider what I do! and yet I never want money. 
This ſhe only ſpoke to give honour to the divine bleſſ- 
ing, which, as ſhe was wont to acknowledge with great 
piety, apparently protected her from loſſes, and pro- 
ſpered all her affairs. For it would be extreme injultice, 
to interpret her expreſſions of gratitude to the goodne is 
of Providence, in a different manner; fince her great 

Cc 4 | care 
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fities of the poor and afflited, if thou anould/? give me the 
g/ad commiſſion. O ſend me the ready meſſenger of conſe- 
ation to their wants and diſtreſs. Hear their bl:ſſings and 


prayers for me: Before they aſted, I have heard their 
wants. 28 


From an addreſs to God in the Author's manu- 
cri pt devotions. 
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care to conceal her charities from the obſervation of 
mortals, gives the higheſt evidence that no love of Lu- 
man applauſe tainted the purity of her benovolent dif. 
poſitions. Indeed, her modeſty and averſion to the ap- 
pearance of ſhew and oſtentation, cauſed her to caſt ſuch 
a veil of ſecrecy over her beneficent actions, that I fear 
many of them, highly worthy to be known and imitated 
by poſterity, muſt remain concealed from the world, 
"till hat day when they ſhall be rewarded in the ſight of 
the whole univerſe, by the omniſcient Judge who waz 
alone witneſs to them. 


SUCH an — of virtues as united in Mrs, 
Rowe's character, could only be the offspring of piety, 
This divine principle diſcovered itſelf very early in her 
mind; and ſince Mr. Greve wrote the former part of 
theſe memoirs, I have received freſh evidence to con- 
firm his obſervation, that 'tis not improbable the firl 
dawnings of reaſon guided her to acknowledge and 
adore the Author of her being, and commence that 
uniform and exemplary courſe of obedience to his laws, 
which by the aſſiſtance of Heaven, ſhe maintained in 
every part of her life, 


Her writings gave a faithful picture of her ſoul. Her 
profound humility, and ſupreme affection to God; her 
faith in his promiſes, and dependence on his providence; 
her zeal for his glory, and love to the holineſs of his 
laws, appear in the ſtrongeſt light in her works; and 
particulary in her Devetions, publiſhed fince her death 
by the reverend Dr. Matis. But as it would too much 
ſwell theſe memoirs to tranſcribe her ſentiments on theſe 

heads, I hall only relate the means die made uſe of to 
cultivate theſe excellent diſpoſitions; with the addition 
of ſome paſſages from her manuſcripts, that have not 
yet been communicated to the public, | 


SHE 
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Sa devoted herſelf to the ſervice of heaven in a | 
ſolemn covenant *. In this ſhe imitated the example of f 
her pious mother, to whoſe ſacred engagement of this | 
kind Mrs. Reave has made this addition, which evi- 1 
dently appears by the hand to be written in her younger | 


years. ; | \ 


MY God, and my. father's God, who keepeft covenant 
of and mercy to a thouſand generations, 1 call thee to witneſs, 
23 that with all the fincerity of my ſoul I conſent to this cove- 
nant, and fland to the ſolemn dedication made of me in 
my baptiſm : And to this 
I God's high name my awful witneſs make. 

; And thus with the utmoſt willingneſs and joy, I ſubſcribe 
er with my hand to the Lord. 


of E. SINGER. 
1 And - beneath, in the ſame paper, ſhe writes thus: 
id Renew'd Sept. 1728. When 1 am ſtanding before the 


at Judge of all the earth, to be ſentenced for all _— 


let this contract be an evidence that I renounce the world, 


in and take the ſupreme God for my portion and happine/5. 


Hz x manuſcript alſo affords the following larger re- 
er newal of this ſacred covenant. 
1 


ez LET me renew my vows to thee, let me repeat the ſa- 
is ered obligation ; let my ſoul collect its poxvers; let me, if 
id poſſible, make my ties more ſtroug—more intirely devote 
th myſelf to thee. With - what pleaſure do I reflect on the 
ch obligatious I have to be thine! 1 bleſs the ſacred engage- 
le ment, and would not be free, for ten thouſand worlds, 1 
10 never knew a happy moment till I was thine; all my juys 
) are dated from that bleſt period; from thence they took 
ot their ſpring, and from thence they will for ever flow. Ob. 

cs therefore 


Fern 


yu 


* See Vol. II. p. 99. 
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therefore let me jo;fully renew my vows to thee; bet a. 
gels inffruct me how ts confirm them; let them teach m 
their forms, and give me their flames; let all be nobl, 
and pathetic, and ſelemn as their immortal worws, | 
would bind myſelf beyond the ties that mortals know,— 
But I cannot ſp.ak with” the ardor I wiſh; JI can; 
find words to expreſs the wehemence of my foul : But oh! 
"thaw who canſt und-:rftand thoſe deferes which Ianguays 
fails, me to utter, - accept the fincerity of my heart, . 
gard aug; accept my vows; and ob let them be confirm} 
forever, | 


ATTEND, ye angels ! let heawen and earth hear ne! 
let the maſt high Geod, the fofjefſor of heaven and ear!h, 
him/elf be my witneſs! for even to him J dare appeal 
from whom no diſguiſe can weil my thoughts; even th 
facred name I dare atteſt, whoſe favour is my hope, ou 
avh:/e frown is the only thing I can fear. Yet my wird 
are not the effett of terror and diftreſs, but of reaſon an 
of love. No a#ion of my life was ever more deliberat 

and vo untargy. My foul gives its entire aſſent, and offers 
up all its-powers ; I make no reſerve, thou haſt my wh, 
" my undivided heart. 4 


O THOU that lookeft down from the exaltations i 
thy majefly, that rideſt upon the heavvens in thy excellency 
and from thence doft not diſdain to be à father to ili 
Fatberleſi, andthe judge of the widew; I com? to thi 
 deftitute, forbirn, and abandon'd of every name of joy 1 
confidence upon earth. © I hade found all rhe ſpecicus title 
and relations ameng men to be vanity and à lie: Put | 
rejoice in the convittion, I bleſs the happy circumſtant 
that has thrown a reproach on all human truft ; that bu 
broke my engagements with every thing below, and foral 
me, friendle/s and defencele/s, to fly to thee. 4 receixt 
me with. the afſetion of a father ; take nie into toy itt 
dereft care and fretefion. Oh! remember thy cov 
avith my pious anceſtors, 10 «be a God to them, and thi 
ſeed after them; by an cveriafling covenant, Thy compo 
ja 
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thoſe parts of the prophetical writings which relate to 
our bleſſed Saviour. For ſome time before her death, 
ſhe ſcarce read any thing but theſe ſacred books, and 
practical treatiſes on religious ſubjects. She was alſo 
wont to aſſiſt her improvement in virtue and the Chriſ- 
tian life, by frequent meditations on the blefſedneſs of 
a future ſtate, the perfections of God, particularly his 
infinite goodneſs and mercy in the redemption of the 
world by Je/us Chrift, and on other important parts of 
religion,” which appeared beſt ſuited to promote devout 
and holy diſpofitions. - And beſides theſe her uſual ex- 
erciſes of piety, in the latter part of her life, ſhe ob- 
ſerved ſome ſtated ſeaſons of abſtinence and extraordi- 
nary devotion. 


Tus fervor of her zeal in the cauſe of religion, was 
beyond the rate of common examples. As ſhe could 
not cominand her tears of tranſport, when ſhe was wit- 
neſs to any eminent inſtance of piety, ſo the ſinking 
ſate in which the intereſt of Heaven now appears, rent 
her very ſoul; and as ſhe ſaw with inexpreſſible grief the 
fatal advances of infidelity in this nation, ſhe ſpoke with 
the higheſt eſteem and gratitude of thoſe excellent per- 
ſons, who, in the preſent age, have defended Chriitia- 
nity by - their learned, writings, and truly venerated 
them as public benefaQors to mankind. 


Mas. Rowe ſeemed born for the practice of ſublime 
and aſcetic piety, *twas the ſupreme pleaſure of her life; 
yet her own words afſure us, that ſhe did not ſet too 
high a value on ſtrong emotions of the paſſions, and re- 
ligious fervors; nor was tempted by the love of devo- 
tion to prefer it to ſocial virtue. For ſhe thus expreſſes 
herſelf in a letter to a noble friend. I have wrote no 
pious meditations of late. The warmth of devotion, per- 
haps, as well as other paſſions, declines with life : But I 
hope the calm, the reajonabie, and ſolid part of religion 
well be flill imprey'd. And in another letter to the ſame 
Lady, ſhe ſays, I have no re/litutton te make, nor the lea/? 

= | known 
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inoffenſive gaiety. 
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tnonaum injury to repair. I lay à nuch greater fireſ; or 
this part f religion that regards mankind, than I do on 
any beight of devotion, as mecefſary as I think it, to re- 
concile the mind to death. She affeted-no kind of ſingu- 
larity or appearance of ſeverity, nor-preſumed to-cenſure 
thoſe who came not up to that ſtrictneſs to which ſhe ob- 
liged herſelf. And ſhe was ſo far from impoſing any 
methods of devout life which ſhe herſelf uſed, on others 
to whom on account of their difference of temper, and 
deeper engagements in the buſineſs of the world, they 
might be 1nexpedient, that ſhe did not recommend, or [ 
think, ſo much as mention them to her moſt intimate 
friends; but, on the contrary, ſtudied concealment ſo 
much, that tis only from her manuſcript, and the infor. 
mation of her ſervant (from whom they could not be 
aid) that I have arrived at the knowledge of the greater 
part of them, ſince her death. 


Su poſſeſſed a large meaſure of that ſerenity and 
chearfulneſs of temper, which feem naturally to flow 
from conſcious virtue, and the hopes of the divine fa- 
vour. This happy diſpoſition of mind, which is more 


than once recommended in the ſacred writings, and is 


ſo great an ornament to ſincere piety, continued with 
Mrs. Rowe to her laſt moments, and was never inter- 
rupted by any of thofe fantaſtic diſorders that ſo often 
cloud the imaginations of the ſofter ſex ; ſo that (ex- 
cepting ſome intervals of virtuous grief occaſion'd by 
her devout and ſocial affections) her whole life ſeemed 


not only a conſtant calm, but a perpetual ſun-ſhine, 


and every hour of it ſparkled with good humour, and 


As it may ſeem improper to relate the particular 


ſentiments of a lady who was not vers'd in controverſial 


divinity, or the erudition of the ſchools, on ſubjects that 


have divided the learned and religious world; I will 


only take the liberty to ſay, that ſhe openly avowed 
what appeared to her to be truth, and defended it — 
: warmii 
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warmth; yet the ſweetnefs of her diſpoſition made her 
incapable of the impious raſhneſs cf thoſe, who without 
mercy pronounce a ſentence of damnaticn on all who 
diſſent from them in abſtruſe and diſputable points: But 
ſhe expreſſed herſelf as if it was leſs neceſſary to guard 
againſt the contrary extreme. For ſhe ſays, in one of 
her letters, My charity is very large, and from this catho- 
lic ſpirit I have often canoniz'd ſome libertine or athieft for 
a great ſaint. Her love of piety was not confined to 
thoſe of her own party in religion ; and it ought to be 
related as an examplary inſtance of Chriſtian moderation, 
that ſhe continued all the latter part of her life in conſtant 
communion with ſome who differed from her in articles 
which ſhe thought of great importance; tho? ſhe was 
frequently ſolicited to an oppoſite conduct by perſons 
of a more narrow ſpirit; and could not eſcape cenſure 
for her adherence to. the charity of the Goſpel. And 
as her zeal did in no part of her life degenerate into 
religious fury, ſo towards the cloſe of it, her gentle and 
charitable diſpoſitions increaſed, and ſhe ſeemed to be 
viſibly ripening into the temper of that bleſſed region 
to which ſhe was ſoon to be removed. 
4 

Hex friendſhips were founded on virtue, but not a 
perfect agreement in thoſe leſſer matters which divide 
us as Chriſtians and Exgliſimen; in which ſhe ſhewed a 
generous mind, elevated above the mean principles of 
party and bigotry. She was fayoured with the efteem 
and acquaintance of the Counteſs of Vincbelſea, the 
Viſcounteſs Weymouth, the Viſcounteſs Scudamore, the 
Lady Carteret, the Lady Brooke, the honourable Mrs. 
Thynne, the Earl of Orrcry, Dr. Kenne, Lord Biſhop of 
Bath and Wells, Sir Richard Blackmore, Dr. Watts, Mr. 
Prior, Mr. Grawe, &c. But above all ſhe poſſeſſed the 
higheſt degree of friendſhip with another ilfuſtrious or- 
nament of the age, which, as it began as ſoon as ever her 
Ladyſhip was capable of this generous paſſion, ſo it con- 
tinued without the leaſt interruption to the laſt moments 


of Mrs, Roxwe's life. And it gives me great pleaſure, 
that 
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that I can conclude the character of a Lady whoſe me. 
mory ought to be moſt dear to me, with this teſti: :nOny 
to her virtue and merit; that her life was honoured with 
the friendſhip, and her death lamented wath the tears of 


the Counteſs of H=rTFoORD ®. 
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* Now her Grace Frances Ducheſs of Somtrger, 
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To M/s. ELIZABETH SINGER. 


On her Divine Poems. 


Fuly 19. 1706. 


| I. 
N the fair banks of gentle Thames 
I tun'd my harp ; nor did celeſtial themes 
Refuſe to dance upon my ftrings : 
There beneath the evening ſky, 
I ſung my cares aſleep, and rais'd my wiſher high 
To everlaſting things. 
Sudden from Albien's weſtern coaſt 
Harmonious notes came gliding by, 
The neighb'ring ſhepherds knew the ſilver ſound; 


Tis PRILOouETLA's voice, the neighb'ring ſhepherds cry, 


At once my ſtrings all ſilent lie, 
At once my fainting muſe was loſt, 
In the ſuperior ſweetneſs drown'd. 
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g yain I bid my tuneful pow'rs unite; . 
My foul retir'd, and left my tongue, 
was all ear, and PH1LOMELa's ſong 
Was all divine delight. 


IT. 
Now be my harp forever dumb, 
y muſe attempt no more. Twas long ago 
I bid adieu to mortal things, 
To Grecian tales, and wars of Nome; 
© Twas long ago T broke all but th' immortal ſtrings : 
Now thoſe immortal ſtrings have no employ, 
Since a fair angel dwells below, 
ro tune the notes of Heav'n and propagate the joy. 
Let all my powers with awe profound, 
' = While PRILOMELA fings, 
Attend the rapture of the ſound, 
And my devotion riſe on her ſeraphic wings. 
, = | I, Warrs. 
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On her excellent Poems. 


EACH me the arty fair regent of the ſoul, 
10 raile the paſſions, or at will, controul; 


That heav'nly art which can our cares beguile, 
Make envy pleas'd, and penſive ſorrow ſmile. . 
Circe 
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| Circe with magic ſpells the ſoul could bind, 
And change the ſhape : Here the reverſe we find ; 


The brute, trausform'd by you, aſſumes a nobler kind. | 


O nad I but thy voice, and ſkill, and lyre! 


Soon would I ſet the liſt'ning ſwains on fire. 
Virtue's majeſtic form before their eyes, 

Her lovely train, her palace in the fkies, 

And high refulgent throne, ſhould ſtand confeſt, 
And with aſpiring wiſhes ſwell each breaſt. 

The tenants of the grove, a tuneful throng, 
Should ceaſe their lays, to hear my ſweeter ſong ; 
Thyſelf too tranſports feel, before unknown, | 
And, in another, praiſe what was thine own : 
Elfe the too modeſt nymph will ne'er believe, 
How ſoft the ſtrains! the joys how vaſt they give! 
But while th' admiting audience: fit around, 

And faint beneath the rapture. of the ſound, 
Calm and unaw'd, ſhe will herſelf appear, 

And think we flatter what ſhe ſcarce can bear. 


— 


_ Foxp wiſhes theſe! to think ſhe would impart. 
Heav?n's inſpirations, Jike the rules of art; 
Or truft to any mean, unſkilful hand, 

(The ſpeaking ftrings that knows not to command) 
The golden gift, a welcome preſent made 

By Gabriel; who with grace celeſtial ſaid: 

« Hail, thou of Heav'n belov'd! this harp is thine, 
So often fat to hymns and airs divine; 
Still tet it ſacred be to pràiſe and love; 
« Tuvill Kindle ardors pure as ours above, 


d. 
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Aſſiſt thy riſing ſoul, and bear her flight 
Beyond the rolling ſpheres, to realms of endleſs light: 
Morning and ev'ning let me meet thee there.” 


No more he ſpoke—but mix'd unſeen with air. 


Henry Grove; 


To + >" ROWE. 


After her recovery from the Small-Pox. 


An ODE. 


P great awful ſoul, the muſe, 
The rough, unpractis's muſe, to bring 


WHer humble joy upon her feeble wing, 


Nor the bold addreſs refuſe; 
k tho” her wings, and faint her fire, 
Yet true the heart, and ardent the deſire. 
O could Iriſe, and ſoar like hee, 
On ſounding pinions thro” the ſkies; 
Wy daring muſe ſhould hail th* auſpicious fate, 


7 In notes that would the liſt'ning world ſurpriſe: 


And proud in pompous harmony, 

With ſolemn and majeſtic ſtate, 

Should bring an off” ring that might be 
Worthy Heaw'n,' and worthy hee. 


Cruel diſeaſe ! that deft not ſpare 
The Great, the Witty, or the Fair! 


Ixx . Verſes to Mrs. Rowe. 


- BresrT Maria's royal charms 

[ Yielded to thy hideous arms : 
From us at once thou didſt remove 
To the brighter realms above 

That heav'n of beauty and of love. 
Thou did'ſt attack th' Imperial crown, 
And ſtrike the Roman eagle down. 


Provp Gallia wears a mournful face, 
To ſee her haghty Boarbor race, 
Her boafted heirs reduc'd by thee * 

To a weak infant progeny. 


Younc Churchill felt thy poiſon'd dart 
Pierce his gen'rous, tender heart, 
Drop'd in liſe's advancing bloom, 
Nor ſaw his mighty father's doom: 
Europe freed, and France ſubdu'd, 
And the old Ex LIsH GRATITUDE; 
Curs'd by thoſe his courage ſav'd, 
By ev'ry ſenſeleſs coward brav'd; 
All his godlike ads diſprais'd, 
Sunk by the pow'r his virtue rais'd. 
Yet juſt poſterity ſhall call 
The Hero greater by his fall. 


An! the laurel'd Poe?'s breath, 
That ſaves the Patriot's name from death, 
Stopt by thy relentleſs pow'r, 

Cruel diſeaſe, is heard no more. 


BRAICHT Orinda! ſacred name, 
Sacred to virtue, and to fame 


Verſes to Mrs. Rows. | 


Vet we lament her deſtiny, 
Bright Orinda fell by thee. . 


Cruel diſeaſe! that doſt not ſpare 
The Great, the Witty, or the Fair! 


Bur vacant thrones are fill'd again; 
New heroes with their warlike train 
Triumph on the hoſtile plain. 

Ev'n bright Orinda's harmony, 

Great PH1LOMEL's ſupply'd by hee - 
Thy double portion of her fire 

Kindles ſoft joys and pure deſire. 
Fav'rite of the tuneful Mie“ 

Sweet the notes! the thoughts divine ! 
Much already has been giv'n 

By thee, inſpir'd by bounteous Heay*n ; 
Now o'erjoy'd we hope for more 

From thy wit's unmeaſur'd ſtore, 

Still we find this gaudy town 

Without thee a deſart grown: 

But when winter's rugged face 

The rural honours does diſgrace, 

Then returning home with hee 

A new, a wond'rous ſpring we ſee, 
Beauty, Foy, and Harmony, 


At ſuch diſtance plac'd from thee! 
None with their officious haſte 
Told the danger, *till *twas paſt; 
Our ſympathizing ſouls were ſpar'd, 
Nor thy Delius torments ſhar'd ; 


Forcive the thought! how happy we 


Ixx1i 


Yet with horror we dilate: 
- On the near impending fate. 


1 When thou ſhalt to death ſubmit, 
| Who ſhall ſupply thoſe eyes and wit? 
Ne'er again we hope to find 
8 Two ſuch hear'nly wonders join'd, 
4 So fair a face, ſo bright a mind! 


i 
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Kind diſeaſe ! that once did}} ſpare, 
7 he Great, the Witty, and the Fair! 


Sept. 8. 1712. JosEPH STANDEy, 


To Mrs. ROWE. 


On her excellent Poems. 


x 7 HILE Phu favrite ſons in lofy lays 
: Attune their lyres to PuILOMELA“s praiſe, 
Will the fair ſaint without a frown receive 
The humble homage verſe like mine can give ? 
Virtuous my zeal, if in th' attempt I fail, 
In duteous ſtrains diſtinguiſh'd worth to hail. 


% 


ConsUMMATE- miſtreſs of the tuneful art! 
To thee the Mine their various gifts impart, 
Teach thee alike with matchleſs ſcill t'inſpire 
The rural reed, or touch the courtly lyre ; 


* 


Verſes to Mrs, Row. Ixxiil 


And bid thy verſe with blended beauties pleaſe, 
WSweetneſs with ſtrength, and majeſty with ceaſe. 


hat ſhining ſenſe in pureſt dition told! 

he current limpid, and the bottom gold. 

hat glowing figures warm with heav'nly flame! 
hat happy judgment, fancy*s rage to tame! 


Wold as the flight of the * Dircean ſwan, 


hoſe daring pinions earth's low ſcenes diſdain; 
ild, unconfin'd, he wantons, roams, and ſoars, 


Nad leaves the ſtars behind, in his unbounded courſe. 
et ſoftly ſweet thy melting numbers move, 

when the + Leſbian tunes her lute to love; 
hen gentle harmony, and eaſy art, 

Wooth ev'ry ſenſe, and ſteal upon the heart. 
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Tur meaneſt worth, the gift of tuneful lays, 

0 uſe that gift aright, thy nobler praiſe; 

o own the Giver, and direc thy ſongs 

o the high themes that dwell on ſeraph's tongues; 
faithful verſe to bid bright virtue ſhine 

ir as ſhe looks to angels eyes, and thine; 
nd audient of her lore, beneath the ſky, 
h' immortal ſtrains of paradiſe to try; 
his praiſe ſhall laſt, when Homer's fame decays, 
Ind vengeful fire o'er total nature preys ; 

hen ev'ry work of man, in equal ſcales 

t Heav'n ſhall weigh, and all but virtue fails. +, 
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Jo lead the life of Heavn, to all ankriown, 
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Ixxiv Verſes to Mrs. Rowe. 


Turn impious poets, who profane of heart, 
To flatter vice debasꝭd the heav*nly art, 
Shall weep their blaſted bays, and howl below, 
Amid their kindred ftends, in gulphs of woe. 


Nor ſo the bard Who guilty laurels ſhunn'd, 
Whoſe daring muſe the cauſe of virtue own'd ; 
Immortal palms his honour'd brow ſhall grace, 
God own his worth, and angels ſpeak his praiſe. 


Tu1s, PrrLottLa, all the fame you feek, 
For this you ev'ry fond engagement break; 
For this from fare applauſe to ſhades retire, 
To conſecrate to Heav'n your hallow'd lyre. 
Content while God approves, you pleas'd forego 
Fame, wealth, and ev'ry boaſted joy below; 


Till the Ja? day, when God thy deeds fhall erown. 


Tux hid no'mote, thy worth the world ſhall ki 
And angels loud the tramp of glory blow. | 
Then by th” applanding univerſe approv'd, 

By ſeraphs honour'd, and by God belov'd ; 
Thou, virtue's friend, 'whotuteons to her rules, 
Avow'd her cauſe, and dar'd the ſcorn of fools, 5 
Shalt take, tho' Tate, the great, th' immortal prize, Wl 
Crow n'd with diftinguiſh'd honours in the ſkies: 3 
While brighter ſtars ſhall round thy temples ſhine, 
And near the martyr hoſt a throne be thine. 


Verſes t0 Mri. Row. Ixxv 


N 
We.. 


To Mrs. ROWE.» 


N Occafion'd by her preſenting me with Molhere's 
Works. 


N 
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ELL may you part with Maliere's comic ſtrains, 
Whoſe poliſh'd ſoul no female fault retains; 

nut might reveal'd with modeſt pride, defy 

he niceſt ſearch of his diſcerning eye. 

we without ſourneſs, without lightneſs gay, 

Devout as angels, and as nuld as they: 

Not warmer flames their nobleſt ſongs inſpire, g 


Nor deeper rev'rence ſinks th' adoring quite, 
han your's, when to their theme you tune the lyre. 
Your piercing wit the beſt good nature ſways, g 


WQuick the leaſt merit to diſcern and raiſe, 

Nut ſlow to cenſure what you cannot praiſe. 

FT he ſpleen o'er you ne'er ſheds his baleful ray, 

vou ſtill enjoy, and give unſullicd day. 

No hideous pedantry with learned noiſe 

WConfounds the muſic of the female voice; 

Hut while the wiſeſt maxims you infuſe, 

With rapture we attend, and hail the heav'nly muſe, 
In you religion's native beauties ſhine, 

Attract our love, and prove its riſe divine. 

. ourted by fame; with pleaſure compaſs d round, 
nhurt you traverſe this inchanted ground, 

d 2 To 


Ixxvi Elegies on Mrs. Rowe. 
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To Heav'n with faintleſs ſpeed your courſe purſue, 
Nor can the gaudy ſcene from Heay'n divert your vie, WR 

And when this darling theme your tongue employs, \M [ 

Seraphic notions rule your charming voice, | t 

We hear an angel, and we taſte the joys. 

If finiſh'd ſcenes you draw of bliſs above, 

Libertines gaze, admire, begin to love, 

Confeſs him wiſe, whoſe heart and hope's on high, 

And dread their ſenſual joys at ſuch a price to buy, 


Bur whither would I rove—Fair ſaint, excuſe 
The feeble efforts of a grateful muſe, 
Which not aſpir'd a perfect draught to frame, 
But only meant to give thoſe charms a name, 
Which late with pleaſing tranſports fill'd my ſoul, 
Ard bid the happy hours unnumber'd roll, 
Taught me unmov'd to view th* unthinking fair, 
And made ey'n Moliere leſs a wit appear. 
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LXLEEREFERENEZERE X60 | 
Verſes to the memory of Mrs. ROWL : 
By a FRIEND. | 


HILE penſive in the lonely ſhades I tray, 
Or thro? enamel'd meads purſue my way, 

A gloomy ſorrow hangs about my heart, 
And ſudden tears o'er my dim eye-balls ſtart, 


Elegies on Mrs. Rows. Ixxvii 


J yain (I cry) in vain, delightful ſpring, 
5 Thou deck'ſt the plains, who now thy charms ſhall ſing? 
in vdo from the various beauty of the fields, 
% s nd ev'ry herb thy genial influence yields, 
hall teach us their GREAT AUTHOR to diſcern, 
Wa nd from each tree and flow'r his goodneſs learn; 
Pince P41LOMELA her laſt debt has paid, 
Ind cold, and filent, in the tomb is laid. 
No more the echoes ſhall repeat her ſong; 
Nor chryſtal riv'lets, as they glide along, 
hall on their waters bear her tuneful lays, 
Pevoted all to her RDEEUER's praiſe: 
o more ſhall I her friendly converſe ſhare, 
Nor hear the dictates of her pious care. 
i 
ver tho' the bright example is remov'd, 
Ne its idea ſtill rever'd, and loy'd! 
Jo imitate her virtue may I try, 
Ind on the path ſhe mark'd ſtill fix my eye! 
| ho' far behind, imperfect, and diſtreſt, 

ain would I ſeek the climes of balmy reſt: 
| here fin no more can tempt, or pain annoy, 
* or pining ſorrow interrupt their joy; 

here rivers of eternal pleaſure flow, 
i ad gales of peace forever round them blow. 
IE ay could I ſee her in this happy ſlate, 
Ind that ſhe lives no more on earth regret? 
hat freed, and victor in the glorious ſtrife, 
; o more ſhe labours thro? the toil of life; 


t wears the ſtarry crown, the bright reward, 
Wy God himſelf for all his ſaints prepar'd? 


| 
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Ixxviii Elegies on Mrs. Rows. 


How often, when I join'd her ev'ning walk, 
Would ſhe in rapture of this period talk! 
How oft? the fetters of her clay bemoan, 
And wiſh them broke, impatient to be gone! 
Yet ſtill refign'd to wait th' appointed day, + 
Nor dar'd to murmur at her fate's delay. 
The thought of earthly blifs ſhe long had fled, 
Deſirous to be number'd with the dead, 
And meet her dear Alexis, on that ſhore, 
Where fear of parting can torment no more; 
Faithful to him, ſhe from the world retir'd, 
Tho? by that world diſtinguiſh'd and admir'd. 
In folitude ſhe paſs'd the circling days, 
Fearleſs of cenſure, negligent of praiſe. 
In contemplation all her hours were ſpent, 
Her thoughts on heav'nly objects ever bent, 
Till by the hand of death from hence remov'd; 
Whoſe dart ſhe met in the retreat the lov'd, 


Os8scurE and peaceful may her aſhes lie, 
No marble pomp attract the curious eye; 
Nor weeping angel thall her grave adorn, 
And teach the careleſs paſſenger to mourn ; 
No ſun-burnt pilgrim from afar ſhalt come, 
With ſuperſtitious rights to hail her tomb; 
Nor ſhining tapers thro? the gloom of night, 
Upon her urn diffaſe a trembling light: 


Hex worth a far more laſting fame ſhall give, 
Her worth in ev'ry virtzous breaſt ſhall live. 


Elegies on Mrs. Rows, Ixxix 


. oe os . e 


On the death of Mrs. ROWE. 


5 A CCEPT, illuſtrious ſhade ! theſe artleſs lays, 
q The muſe a tribute to thy mem'ry pays: 
hy loſs to no one private grief confin'd, 

emands the gen'ral ſorrow of mankind. 


W Orr did intrigue its guilty arts unite, 

o blacken the records of female wit; * 

e tuneful ſong loſt ev'ry modeſt grace, 

ad lawleſs freedoms triumph'd in their place. 

WT he muſe, for vices not her own accus'd, 

ich bluſhes view'd her ſacred gifts abus'd: 

WT hoſe gifts for nobler purpoſes deſign'd, 

o raiſe the thoughts, and moralize the mind, 
be chaſte delights of virtue to inſpire, 

Ind warm the boſom with ſeraphie fire, 

Wublime the paſſions, lend devotion wings, 
Ind celebrate the F1nsT GREAT CAusz of things. - 
Taess glorious taſks were PILOT à's part, 
ho charms the fancy, and who mends the heart. 
Wn her was ev'ry bright perſectian join'd, 

W' hate'er adorns, or dignifies the mind; 

er's ev'ry happy elegance of thought, 

Wetin'd by virtue, as by genius wrought: 

Fach low-born care her pow'rful trains controul, 


Nad wake the nobler paſſions of the ſoul, 
I d 4 When 
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That joins my own to PHILOUELA“'s name. 


Ixxx Elegies on Mrs. Rowe. 


When to the vocal grove, or winding ſtream, 


She hymn'd th' almighty Author of its frame, 4 
Tranſported echoes bore the ſounds along, e 
And all creation liſten'd to the ſong. | 
Bold as when raptur'd ſeraph's ſtrike the lyre, 
Chaſte as the veſtal's conſecrated fire; 

Soft as the balmy airs that gently play, 

In the calm ſun- ſet of a vernal day; 

Sublime as virtue, elegant as wit, 

As fancy various, and as beauty ſweet. 
Applauding angels with attention hung, 

To learn the heav'nly accents from her tongue: 
They in the midnight hour beheld her riſe 
Beyond the verge of theſe inferior ſkies ; 
Where rapt in joys to vulgar minds unknown, 
She felt a flame ecſtatic as their own. 
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On! while diftinguiſt'd i in the realms above, 
The bliſsful ſeats of harmony and love, 
Thy happy ſpirit joins the heav'nly throng, 
Glows with their tranſports, and partakes their ſong ; 
Fix'd on my ſoul ſhall thy example grow, 


e PR C 
e 


And be my genius and my guide below: 


To this 1˙Il point my firſt, my nobleſt views, 
Thy ſpotleſs verſe ſhall regulate my muſe. 
And oh! forgive (tho? faint the tranſcript be, 
That copies an original like thee) 

My higheſt pride, my beſt attempt for fame, 


ELIZz. CARTER. 


On 
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Elegies on Mrs. Rowe: Ixxxi 


On the death of Mrs. ROWE. 


HAT heav'nly Pow'r bends o'er yon gaping 


grave, 


W And weeps th' illuſtrious dead ſhe could not ſave ? 


Lo! from her lowing robes divinely bright, 


8A dazzling glory gilds the ſhades of night. 
is thou, Urania/ the celeſtial maid 
This tribute pays to PRILOUELA“ꝰs ſhade: 


| 


: For thee, great bard, ſhe bids her ſorrows flow, 


Loſt in her grief, and ecſtacy of woe. 
But hark! from her long trance the.goddeſs breaks, 
And thus in wild, deſpairing accents ſpeaks. 


(chou midnight moon, and all ye ſtarry throng, 
Retard your courſe, and hear th' immortal ſong ! 
re filver floods, your murm'ring lapſe reſtrain, 


Nor roll your chryſtal volumes to the main!) 


No more let flow'rs receive their annual birth, 


Or vernal verdure clothe the laughing earth; 
No more, thou ſolar lamp, the day reſtore ; 
ve ftars, the fields of ether gild no more; 
Thou lunar orb, withdraw thy filver light, 
To total darkneſs give the horrid night: 
Dead is the bard, who wont from you to raiſe 
A ſong immortal to your Maker's praiſe ; 
In your fair volumes ſaw the God deſign'd, 
And from his works ſung the creating Mind. 


d 5 Dead 
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Ixzii Elegies on Mrs. Rowe, 


Dead is my boaſt, in whom I meant to ſhow 

What gifts the firſt of muſes could beitow, 

Oh! ſhe had pow'r the wildeſt rage to charm, 

To bend the haughtieſt, and the coldeſt warm; 

Pow'r to ſeduce unthinking crowds from bliſs, 
And bidQelufion and perdition pleaſe: 
Far other her deſign: her heav'nly page 

To truth and wiſdom guides the lining age. 

Undazzled by the glitt'ring pomp of ſtate, 

Not her's the part to praife the guilty great; 

Merit alone boaſts her unbrib'd applauſe, 

And all her art ſhe us'd 1a virtue's cauſe. 

Drawn by her hand, in native beauty bright 

Religion riſes lovely to the ſight. 

No more can vice, with all her borrow'd charms; 

Tempt thoughtleſs mortalsto her fatal arms ; 

They for falſe bliſs no more the true deſtroy, 

Or ruſh on misꝰ ry, for a dream of joy. 

Ev'n death, ſupreme of terrors, now appears 

No more the object of miſtaking fears; 

He frees th' immortal mind from humble clay, 

And gives a paſſage to eternal day: 

Tho? dark the way, with joy they tread the road, 

That leads to bliſs, to virtue, and to God. 
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Sucn, heav*nly bard, thy works! whoſe laſting praiſe 
Shall crown thy head with never-fading bays, 
Secure of life ſhall the grave's pow'r defy, 
And lait unchang'd *till time and nature die. 
Yet what to thee the fame by mortals giv'n? 
To thee, applanded in the courts of heav'n? 
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Elegies on Mrs. Rows. lIxxxiil 


There thy leaſt glory, firſt of bards, to have ſung 

In accents worthy of a ſeraph's tongue; 

zy nobler praiſe, fair ſaint, that when below 

W Thine was the god-like pleaſure to beſtow: 

That the prime grace, celeſtial charity, 

ne firſt and faireſt daughter of the ſky, 

> Thy hands extended, triumph'd in thy breaſt, 

And her great vot'ry's total ſoul poſſeſt. 

= What loud laments were ſent to heav'n, that day 

That to it's earth reftor'd thy breathleſs clay! 

W How did the wretched curſe the hour, that gave 4 

Their patron, friend, and parent to the grave! 1 
Theſe are thy honours! honours that can grace | 
None but the foremoſt of the human race, 
Tyrants may ſleep beneath the Parian dome, 

And ſculptur'd marble breathe around their tomb; 

= Stupendous piles whoſe turrets wound the ſky, 

May tell the world where its deſtroyers lie. 

Thy ſoul, great bard, diſdain'd the meaner part, 

To borrow grandeur from the works of art; . 

Not thine the praiſes of a flatt'ring ſtone, 

By thy ſepulchral ſtructure only known: 

Far other honours future ages owe, 

Than monumental marbles can beſtow ; 

While wit or ſacred verſe ſhall know to charm, 

WE While virtue's ſelf the human breaſt ſhall warm, 

© WE Thy mem'ry ſhall ſarvive, ſecure of fame, 

And latelt times ſhall celebrate thy name. 

Lo! I, the firſt of muſes, grace thy ſhade, 

And honours give, not oft” to mortals paid. 

Leſs mourn'd th' inſpiring muſe, when LS pride 

(By thee alone excell'd) fam'd Sappho dy'd. 


5 * o % 
N F707 Xx R YE N 1 3 
— 


Max- \ 


Ixxxiv Elegies on Mrs. RowE. 


MzganTimeE, while all the great and good below 

Lament their loſs in agony of woe, 

Th' angelic hoſts receive th? immortal mind, 

No more on earth in humble clay confin'd ; 

The ſons of heav'n the kindred ſpirit greet, 

And pleas'd, conduct thee to thy native ſeat : 
There pleaſures flow eternal and divine, 

And all the joys of paradiſe are thine, 

Such thy bleſt lot, and ſuch the bright reward 

For ſuch diſtinguĩſh'd excellence prepar'd ! 


Tux goddeſs ceas'd, and ina blaze of light, 
To heav'n, her native region, urg'd her flight. 


Aug. 1737. NiceLas MuncxLty. 


ELEGIACVERSES: 


Sacred to the memory of Mrs. ELI z. Rows. 


AREWEL, O ever honour'd, ever dear! 
1“ The barddemands a ſong, the ſaint a tear. 


Twas thine with native force to touch the heart, 
And ſcorn to ſteal a grace from rules of art: 
So raiſe the warblers of the woods their notes, 
Heay*n-taught alone to ſwell their tuneful throats. 
Unlabour'd beauties deck the ſong divine, 
And ev'ry charm, inſpiring muſe, is thine : 
So boaſts ſome wilderneſs of ſweets to ſmile 
By nature's gift, nor aſks the aids of toil, 
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Elegies on Mrs. Row ER. Ixxxv 


EsTRAN OD from flatt'ry, and to courts unknown, 
And vice thy gen'rous ſcorn, ev'n on a throne; 
Thy muſe diſdain'd the guilty great to ſing, 
No ſtateſman's name profan'd her ſacred ſtring: 
Thy happier choice to match the heav'nly choir, 
And tune to virtue's praiſe th' ennobled lyre. 
Nor prais'd alone, you practis'd what you ſung, 
That virtue ruPd your breaſt, which warm'd your tongue ; 
From the full heart flow'd ev'ry godlike thought, 
And thy life ated what thy numbers taught. 


= O Trov hadſt all that could the ſoul engage, 
Ihe fire of youth chaſten'd by ſapient age: 

© Gay without lightneſs, grave, yet not ſevere, 
polite as courts, as ruſtic truth ſincere; 
Perfection all (as far as mortal can) 

As ſoft as woman, and as wiſe as man. 


r 


Fax like the ſnowy beauty of thy mien, 

Th' unſully'd whiteneſs of thy ſoul within; 

Good without ſhew, thy virtue, like thy lays, 

8 Sincere of art, ſhone with unbidden grace, 

No lures cf glory could thy wiſh perſuade, 

Fitted to ſhine in courts, you ſought the ſhade, 
Declin'd the honours worth like thine might claim, 
And hid in diſtant deſarts fled from fame: 

Win vain! for while each virtue and each muſe 
WCrown'd thy retreat, fair fame their ſteps purſues. 
Conceal'd from fight, thus ſparkling diamonds ſhine 
Midſt lonely waſtes, deep in the darkling mine; 

But hid in vain, ev'n there, with ſearching eyes 


Men mark their beauty, and their value prize, 
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Yet not applauſe could taint thy humble mind, 
To thy own worth, as others fraikies, blind; 
So dead to vanity, thy angel guard 


Here ceas'd their needleſs watch, nor danger fear'd. 


Gold's glitt'ring baits, which all mankind betray, 
Thou couldſt with undeſiring eyes ſurvey ; 

Thy foul replete with virtue's facred ſtore, 

The world forgot, prefer'd no pray'r for more : 
Thus the rapt feraph, crown'd with heav'nly joys, 
Waſtes not a wiſh on all earth's flighted toys. 
Fond to commend, unknowing how to blame, 
Thy lips ne'er learn'd a harſher ſound to frame; 
The good with praiſe thy zealous tongue addreſt, 
Silence was all thy cenſure of the reſt. 
Thy ſoul ſerene, in all events the ſame, 

Scarce felt a warmth that virtue's felf could blame ; 
No guſt of ire diſturb'd her bleſt repoſe, 

Like Egen's ſkies, where never tempeſt roſe ; 
Reaſon triumphant, and the paſſions chain'd, 
Unſhaken rule the victor mind maintain'd. 

Angel to bleſs and ſave! what faithful ſtrain 

Can ſing thy goodneſs to the ſuff ring train? 

To all the joys of laxury unknown, 

Scarcely what naturc's wants requir'd thy own, 
The poor had all the reſt; and ſtill thy heart 
Grudg'd nature's real wants their ſlender part. 
Studious to ſoften ev*ry human ill, 

And all the wounds of adverſe fortune heal, 
Thy hb'ral hand dealt happineſs around, 

Nor indigence was near thy manſion found: 
While modeſty ſtill threw a veil between 

Thy deeds and praiſe ; fo angels bleſs unſeen. 
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(0) EARLY loft, tho? length of days was thine! 
Their friend, their parent muſt the poor reſign ; 
Who now ſhall footh the finking heart to hope, 


And blend with lenient ſueets woe's bitter cup ? 
: 
* 


Where ſhall the orphan's cry find pitying ears? 


Into whoſe breaſt the widow pour her tears? 


were modeſt merit find the gen'rous friend, 
Prompt e'er ſhe ſues the lib'ral aid to lend! 
W Whoſe zeal to bleſs ſhall fervile taſks repeat, 


ind the ſaints wounds, and waſh their wearied feet, 


Court worch in rags to ſhare her bountequs board, 


E The ſervant of the fervants of the Lord ? 


Dear to thy God! while habitant on earth, 


g Th almighty goodneſs own d thy favour'd worth, 


And bad thy life, to mingled woe unknown, 

Along- extended line of golden fate run on. 

Thus ſome fair ſtream, that from a plenteous ſource 
Its riſe derives, maintains its happy courſe : 

No baſer wave its ſilver current blends, 

No rufling ſtorm from angry heav'n defcends ; 

W But ſmooth and limpid, o'er the flow'ry plain 

lt rolls its lengthen'd way, and ſeeks the diſtant main. 


Pract crown'd thy days, and the propitious ſkies 


White, like the reſt, bad thy laſt hour ariſe. 
Wan ſickneſs, gloomy fear, the fury, pain, 
Wich ſcorpion ſcourge, and all death's direful train; 
That oft? around th' expiring good man's bed 
by Terrific ſtand, and hell-born horrors ſhed, 
KRage to afflict thy mortal hour in vain, 


| Heav'n's high beheſts th? unwilling fiends reſtrain. 


Sudden, 


* 
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Sudden, with ſcarce a pang, the vital chains 

Break the freed ſoul her native ſky regains. 

So falls ſome monarch oak, that flouriſh'd long 

With verdure beauteous, and with vigor ſtrong ; 
Whoſe ſpreading arms ftretch'd o'er the gladſome Plain, 
Shade to the flock, and ſhelter to the ſwain : 

Not deſtin'd to the woes of long decay, 

While years on years roll ſad and flow away; 

At once the lifted ſteel his trunk aſſails, 

He falls, and ev'ry ſwain his loſs bewails. 


Faxewer! if tis the muſe's boaſt to crown 
With deathleſs fame, and virtue meets renown ; 
While yonder orbs their meaſur'd dance purſue, 
The wiſe ſhall praiſe, the good ſhall copy you. 
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On the death of Mrs. ROWE. 


OME, all ye wiſe, and all ye virtuous, come, 
To pay due honours at this ſacred tomb ! 

Preſs'd by this rude, unpoliſh'd marble lies 
What PaiLomeLa left beneath the ſkies. 
What tho” no artiſt's hand has mark'd the ſtone, 
And her fair form in breathing ſculpture ſhewn ; 
Her weeping friends no want of Phidias? mourn, 
Nor wiſh the Parian buſt, or pompous urn ; 
Suffices this to ſhe, this earth can claim 
The ſacred reliques of ſo great a name, | 
Net 
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Nor need theſe lines in trite expreſſion praiſe 
the matchleſs beauties of her heav'nly lays; 
Secure of fame, her own immortal ng 
peaks her the pride of the poetic throng. 

W Fitter her virtuous uſe of verſe to ſhew, 

5 And what ſaints laud above, commend below. 


Too mean the taſk for thy immortal lays, 
ro deck the infamous in pow'r with praiſe: 
lis crimes diſguis'd, no cruel tyrant ſhines 
he father of his people in thy lines. 

Not thine from virtue's ſacred paths t'entice, 
And add falſe beauties to the monſter vice; 

Not thine to bid religion's heav'nly rules 
Become the laughter of licentious fools: 

WT hy ſtrains, fair ſaint, teach us, from error free, 
Like thee to live, and to be bleſ like thee. 


= Taov glory of thy ſex and age farewel! 

hy various virtues future bards ſhall tell; 
Nen yet unborn thy mem' ry ſhall revere, 

And wet thy marble with a pious tear: 

No more to thee by mortals can be giv'n, 

his earth ſhall pay—the reſt is left to Heav'n. 


Nov. 1737. 
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** 
UCH honour'd ſhade! while ſorrowing o'er thy 
urn, 1 
The friend, the ſiſter, and the ſaint I mourn, 
O that my lays each tuneful grace could boaſt, 
Sweet as the ſtrains that wept Alexis loſt ; 
That while I ſigh thy fate, and fing thy name, 
My alter'd verſe might catch thy heav'nly flame 
Then with my theme my numbers ſhould agree, 
Inſpir'd by ev'ry muſe, and worthy theg. 


Fair ſhone thy form, how fitted to impert 
Joy to the eye, and paſſion to the heart! 

Vet was thy ſex's pride, to lure the gaze 

With radiant beauty, but thy ſmalleſt praiſe ; 
Exalted goodneſs, and a foul divine, 

(Immortal charms by feraphs loy'd) were thine. 

So *mid(t the blooming race the ſpring ſupplies, 
Smiles ſome fair flow deck'd with diftiygyiſh'd dyes; 
Nor ſooths the ſight with painted pride alone, 
But wond'rous virtues its gay honours crown; 
Potent to heal, the ſacred plant contains 

Balm for our wounds, and med'cine for our pains, 


O rav*rITE of the nine! in whom conſpire 
The Sapphic ſweetneſs, and Pindaric fire, 
What various beauty decks thy happy ſong! 


Soft as thy form, and as thy virtue ſtrong. 
Smooth, 


Elegies on Mrs. Rows. 
Pnooch as the ſliding ſtream, that o'er the plain, 
Wich ſtealing lapſe, rolls on his watry tram; 
und ſoftly murm'ring winds its gentle way, 


nile vernal hours the temp'rate ſeaſon ſway : 
et ſtrong, as when the wintry tempeſts pour 

W'he guſhing rains augment the liquid ſtore ; 
hen ſwolũ to rage, it foams, and roars, and raves, 
nd rolls reſiſtleſs violence of waves, 
Wurſs like a ſwelling ocean or the plain, 

WA nd thund'ring pours along impetuous to the main. 


= Waznz'tr thy Doric lays delight the grove 
Wich gen'rous friendſhip, or with guiltleſs love, 

WD folitude! how ſmiles thy calm retreat, 

be muſes haunt, and virtues beſt loy'd ſeat! 

EL ourts lure no more, the blaze of grandeur fades, 
nd ev'ry heart fighs for thy peaceful ſhades. 

f plaintive of Alexis? early doom, 

Ne hear thee mourning o'er a huſband's tomb; 
Kind, wiſe, and good, ſnatch'd from thy widow'd arms 
In all the blooming pride of manly charms; 
hat boſom bleeds not at thy moving firains? 
Phat eye the tributary tear refrains? 

r if thy muſe, warm'd with diviner flame, 

corn mortal themes, and ſing th' Almighty's name, 
Faught by thy verſe celeſtial heights to ſoar, 

Earth leſſens to our view, and charms no more; 
Vor raptur'd breaſts thy ſacred ardors ſhare, 

Heav'n all our hope, and virtue all our care: 

V hile won@ring angels from the fkies bend down, 

W 0 hear the ſong they ſcarce would bluſh to own, 


O oN 
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O Born to bleſs, adorn, and mend the age! 
Thou dar'dſt for friendleſs piety engage. 
Yet too well-natur'd for ſatiric rhymes, 
(Thy part to weep, not laſh licentious times) 
Thy gentle muſe Iambic rage declin'd, 
And choſe a taſk more ſuited to thy mind : 
To paint what woe to guilty joy ſucceeds, 
And fire the breaſt with love of godlike deeds: 
Woe alien to thy days, for ever true 
To piety, and promis'd heav'n in view; 
But ev'ry godlike deed thy page difplays, 
Shone in thy living worth with rival grace. 
O happy work! which ev'ry boſom charms, 
That wit allures, or ſacred virtue warms. 
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Tur libertine, who loſt in guilty joys, 
Scorns Heav'n's juſt lore, and ſhuns the preacher's voice, 
Won by thy artful tales of gen'rous deeds, 

Shall feel the wiſh to emulate what he reads : 

No more by vice enſlav'd, th' unfetter'd youth, 
Freed by thy hand ſhall find the paths of truth ; 
And form'd: by thee, his better hopes ſhall riſe 

On virtue's ſolid baſe, and reach the ſkies. 
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So charm thy works! whoſe laſting fame ſhall ſhed 
Unblaſted laurels on thy honour'd head; 

No vulgar boaſt! yet nobler far the praiſe 

Of angel goodneſs than of angel lays: 

Parnaſſian wreaths with faded luſtre ſhine, 

While palms celeſtial round thy temples twine. 
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RecLvs'p from all the world, and wordly care, 
Thy life's ſole buy neſs charity and pray'r ; 


Go 
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© Gold's tempting charms ne'er gave thy breaſt to glow, 
& Who knew no uſe of wealth, but to beſtow, 

The ſtore Heav'n lent thy lib'ral bounty ſpread, 

& Cloath'd were the naked, and the famiſh'd fed; 

& $av'd by thy hand, the widow wip'd her eye, 

And orphans breaſts forgot the frequent ſigh: 
Parent to pity, patron to relieve, 

Merit ne'er mourn'd, while you had more to give. 


Be witneſs, O thou charitable door, 

Wich ever op'd, receiv'd the crowding poor, 

© That never ſuPring virtue's weeping train 
Before thy threſhold breath'd their wants in vain! 


Assist me, O celeſtial muſe, to paint 

The holy fervors of th' adoring ſaint ! 

Her hours of heav'nly converſe, pray*'r and veal, - 
(xe largeſt, beſt-lov'd portion of her days) 
When proſtrate low ſhe pour'd her ſoul to God, 
All rapt to heav'n, and like a ſeraph glow'd—— 
But ceaſe, my lays, nor dare the ſubject try, 

E Gueſs it, ye ſaints, if thought can reach fo high! 


Frs miniſters of Heav'n, whoſe guardian grace 
Attends the good, witneſs her pray'r and praiſe ; 
Say, if from mortal tongue ye e'er have known 

& Pray'rs more ſincere, or praiſe more like your own, 


| Taose joys, thou Virtue, only can beſtow, 

8 Crown'd with eternal peace her open brow z 

The tranquil mind, from fav'ring Heav'n ſerene, 

@ Tranſpierc'd her frame, and ſhone upon her mein: 


Such 
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Buch ſweetneſs decks a fmiling angel's face, 
Breathing around benevolence and grace. 


Bresr in thy life and genius! bleſt in death! 
Allow'd without a pang to yield thy breath; 
Unfelt the ſtroke, and ſpar d the painful ſtrife 
Of nature, ſtruggling eerthe parts with life: 
One hour in blooming health, the next, the flies 
Receive the ſaint to ever-during joys. 

Thy gracious God thus heard thy favour'd vows, 
And crown*d your virtue with the death you choſe, 
Such fate, if Heav'n approves, :my pray*rs implore, 
Such be my life, and ſuch its lateſt hour! 

Bleſt hour! that ſhall returning peace decree, 

And bid this boſom bleed no more for: thee. 


De Rn to the wiſe and good! but dear in vain! 
Not HER TOR D's tears recall the faint again. 
O friend! O ſiſter! to this boſom dear 
By ev'ry name that prompts the ſigh ſrncere, 
Torn from my longing hope, in thee I mourn 
Life's fondeſt joy—ah ! never to return! 
No more theſe eyes on thy lov'd form ſhall gaze, 
Where more than beauty glow'd in ev'ry grace. 
No more, while envious ſhades unheeded riſe, 
And ſummer ſuns too ſoon forſake the Kies, 
My Tavifh'd ſoul ſhall hang upon thy voice, 
Imparadis'd in more than mortal joys. 
O with what tranſport did my lit ning ear, 
Thy converſe, Hke an angel's rev'renc'd, hear! 
While ſacred truths in ſofteſt accents flow'd, 


Breath'd. Heav'a around, and rapt my ſoul to God. 
| 0 Ye 
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Ye hours of Heav'n (if aught beneath the ſkies 
Can boaſt reſemblance to celeital joys) 


Why will your mem'ry wound my tortur'd thought? 


Ne'er to return, can ye be ne'er forgot ? 
So fate ordains! thro? future life to me, 
No joy ſhall ſmile ſincere from grief for thee. 


ver not eternal abſence ſhall divide 
Thoſe virtuous hearts, which gen'rous friendſlup ty'd. 
If following thee, my feet ſhall learn to tread 
That arduous way, from which you never ſtray'd, 


| The path-ſhall guide me to thy bleſt abode, 


And oh! perhaps few ſteps remain untrod. 

There, tho' high thron'd and to thy God more near, 
Sublime thou ſhin'ſt in thy exalted ſphere; 

Yet may I, diſtant, on thy glories gaze, 

And hear thee hymn thy God in heav'nly lays: 
There (lower far my feat, my robe leſs white) 

Bl, cho' unequal, ſhalt our ſouls amine. 


Yes, we ſhall meet again, no more to part! 
Hope at the ſound awakes, and ſooths my heart. 
Bleſt hope! that aids with ſtrengthen'd ſtep to tend 
O'er life's rough road, while Heav'n and thou the end, 
Tho” ſunk in woe, with years of fickneſs worn, 
T languiſh in decay, of joy forlorn, 

And thou art loſt ; yet welcome ev'ry ill 

My life has felt, or future hours ſhall feel, 

If virtue, weak like mine, may hope to ſhare 
Thy heav'n, and find the meaneſt manſion there. 


Mt an- 
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MEAanTIME, O ever-honour'd ſhade, farewel ! 
Tis thine, in everlaſting joys to dwell; 
'Tis mine, the loſs of angel worth to ſigh, 
Ne'er to be found again beneath the ſky. 
Ah! friend! how flow, how fad ſhall roll the hours, 
Till Heav'n my ſoul to thee and bliſs reſtores ! 


April, 1737. TazoprrLUs Rows, 
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On the publication of Mrs. ROWE' 
Pokus ſince her death. 


HUS PaiLoMELa ſung, on earth detain'd, 
While cumb'rous clay the riſing ſoul reſtain'd: 
Now the freed ſpirit, with th' angelic choir, 
In fields of light attunes th' immortal lyre, 
And hymns her God in ſtrains more ſoft, more ſtrong; 
There only could ſhe learn a loftier ſong. 
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SEVERAL OCCASIONS. 


The VISION. 


WAS in the clofe receſſes of a ſhade, 
1 A ſhade for ſacred contemplation made; 
No beauteous branch, no plant, or fragrant 
: flow'r, 
it louriſh'd near the fair, delicious bow'r ; 
ich charming ſtate its lofty arches riſe 
Wdorn'd with bloſſoms, as with ſtars the ſkies; 
W! pure and fragrant was the air I drew, 
Which winds thro* myrtle groves and orange blew ; 
Wear waves along with pleaſing murmur ruſh, 


| d down the artful falls in noble cat'racts guſn. 
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- *Twas here, withia this happy place retir'd, 
Harmonjous pleaſures all my ſoul inſpir'd ; 

T take my lyre, and try each tuneful ftring, 
Now war, now love, and beauty's force would ſing; 
To heav*nly ſubjects now, in-{erious lays, 

I ftrive my faint, unſkilful voice to raiſe; 

But as I unrefolv'd and doubtful lay, 

My cares in caſy ſlumbers ghde away; 

Nor with ſuch grateful ſleep, ſuch ſoothing reſt, 
And dreams like this, I e're before was bleſs'd; 
No wild, uncouth chimera's intervene, 


To break the perfect intellectual ſcene, 


THe place was all with heav'nly light o'er-floy, 
And plorious with immortal ſplendor ſhone ; 
When! lo a bright ethereal youth drew near, 
Ineffable his motions and his air. | 
A ſoft, beneficent, expreſsleſs grace, 

With life's molt florid bloom adorn'd his face; 
His lovely brows immortal laurels bind, 

And long his radiant hair fell down behind, 

His azure robes hung free, and waving to the wind 
Angelic his addrels, his tuneful voice 

Inſpir'd a thouſand elevating joys: 

When thus the wond'rous youth his ſilence broks, 
And with an accent all celeſtial ſpoke. 


To Heav'n, nor longer pauſe, devote thy ſongs 
To Heav'n the muſe's ſacred art belongs; 
Let his unbounded glory be thy theme, 
Who fills th' eternal regions with his fame; 
And when death's fatal ſſeep ſhall cloſe thine eyes 
In triumph we'll attend thee to the ſkies ; 
j 


J 
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Yell crown thee there with everlaſting bays, 
Nad teach thee all our celebrated lays. 


his ſpoke, the ſhining viſion upward flies, 


| 8d darts as lightning thro” the cleaving ſkies. 
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t beginning of the fourth Book of 
Tasso JERUSALEM franſlated. 


Por while to belies about their great intent, 

D The Chriſtian army all their vigour bent: 

W he potent enemy of human kind, 

Wcvoly'd their happy progreſs in his mind. | 
Wis baleful eyes with helliſh envy glare, . f 


alf. ſtifled murmurs ſhow his inward care, 

nd hollow groans betray his deep deſpair: 

ith ſuch a heavy, hoarſe, and bellowing ſound, 

ld bulls, when ſtung with grief, they trace the 
ground, 

Il all the groves, and all the valleys round. 

ollecting all the rage within his breaſt, 


r means the active Chriſtians to moleſt. 


do]! to believe with any force or ſkill, 
' oppoſe the methods of th* eternal will; 
d thoſe avenging thunders to awake, 


Wat plung'd him headlong down the flaming lake. 


gardleſs of that memorable day, 

ſummons now the ſtates of hell away. 
ro” all the climes of endleſs darkneſs round, 
e jarring calls of the hoarſe trumpet ſound; 


.B 2 Trembled 
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'Trembled the wide infernal caves again, 

And long the murm'ring air retain'd the ſullen ſtrain, 
Nat half ſo dreadful in a ſtormy wreck, 

From louring clouds the noiſy thunders break ; 
Nor vapours cloſe impriſon'd in the earth, 

With ſuch wild rumour give themſelves a birth. 
In various troops, the gloomy deities 

Together came, that ſhare the vaſt abyſs; 
Unnumber'd forms, and monſtrous all appear, 
And deadly terror in their looks they wear; 
With horrid ſnaky treſſes ſome were crown'd, 
Some ſtamp'd with brutal hoofs the burning ground; 
Others more curita human viſage find, 

But ſcaly ſerpents end below, and wind 

In circling folds prodigious lengths behind: 

And many a leivd, deteſted Harpy there, 
Centaur: and Sphinx's hideous forms appear: 
Hydra, and Python, hiſſing thro? the gloom, 
With Gorgon here, and barking Scy/la, come: 
Giants and ghaſtly ſhapes that want a name, 
And fierce Chimera ſpitting angry flame ; 

And manya fiend and frightful monſter more, 
With wild confuſion crowd the lofty door. 

- Great Lucifer the regal ſeat commands, 

Shaking a ruſty ſcepter i in his hands ; 

Nor Alpine hill, nor ſome exalted rock, 

That proudly ſtands the raging ocean's ock, 
Nor halt ſo tall th' Alonic mount appears; 

So vaſt his bulk, ſo high his tow'ring front he rears 
A horrid majeſty ſurrounds his face, 

Its terror, pride and growing rage increaſe, 


PormMs on ſeveral occaſions. 


Wi: red'ning eyes like fatal comets glare, 

ad ſhoot malignant venom thro? the air: 

neath his breaſt deſcends a loathſome beard, 

is mouth a deep polluted gulf appear'd; 

hence iſfue ſulphur, ſmoke, and pois'nous ſteams, 

ith mutt'ring thunder, and deſtructive flames. 

e ſpake ; all hell aftoniſh'd at the noiſe 

ood mute, grim Cerberus reſtrains his voice ; 

yytus ſtops, the ſnakes to hiſs farbear, | 

hile thro” the ſounding deep theſe dreadful words we 
hear. | ' 


IV ERNAIL Gods, worthy the thrones of light, 
Wd monarchies of heav'n, your native right, 

hom from the realms of bliſs, your ancient lot, 
be juſt, the glorious cauſe for which we fought, 
ith me to this opprobrious dungeon brought. 


er ſucceſs, ev*n he that rules the ſkies, 

WpeRed from our noble enterprize : 

It unmoleſted now he reigns above, 

ad us from thence as conquer'd rebels drove. 

om a ſerene, and everlaſting day, 

om ſtars, and from the ſun's delightſome ray; 

d ſhades, and endleſs horrors we retire, 

r dare again to thoſe gay climes aſpire. 

tI th' effects of all his wrath diſdain, 

ill one curſt thought exaſperates my pain; 

at racking thought I never can ſuſtain: 

ould with joy in heav'n reſign my place, 

t rage to ſee it fill'd with man's degen'rate race; 
lee vile duſt exalted to ſupply | 

r once illuſtrious ſtations in the ſky ; 
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And what diftrafts me more 
As all too little to our mighty foe 
Appear'd, that he for worthleſs man could do; 
The ruin'd wretches forfeiture to pay, 

He gave to death his darling ſon a prey ; 
Victorious o'er the meagre king, in ſtate 

He proudly enters the infernal gate; 

Within my gloomy confines dar'd to tread, 
And here in ſcorn his ſhining banners ſpread. 
Millions of captive fouls, our deſtin'd prey, 
He led triumphant from the ſhades away : 
And, what my diſcontent and pain renews, 
The ancient enterprize he ſtill purſues; 

And while we idly here conſume the day, 

To him the Aan empire drops away, 

And falſe Judæa ſhortly owns his ſway : 

Loyd hymns in ev'ry language to his name 


They ſing, and ſpread around the world his fame, 


Inſcrib'd in braſs, and laſting marble, they 
His glory down to future times convey. | 
To him alone devoted flames ariſe, 

And vows, and od'rous incenſe mount the ſkies. 
No blazing fire upon our altar ſhines, 
Neglected ftand our temples, and our ſhrines : 
No more with gifts they crowd our rich abodes, 
Nor fall before us as aſſiſting Gods. 

Empty of human fouls our regions grow, 
While all the roads of hell unpeopled ſhow : 
And can we tamely ſuffer this? And reſts 

No ſpark of ancient vigour in your breaſts ? 
Have you forgot when in bright arms we ſhone, 


Engag'd with heav'n, and ſhook his lofty throne ? 


Ou: 


In 


PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 


native vigour,” our immortal flame, 

] ardent thirſt of glory, is the ſame. 

it why, you dear companions of my woe, 
pleaſing miſchief are you grown ſo flow ?. 
pf here in floth and darkneſs we remain, 
hile new allies the proſp'rous Chriitians gain: 
ſte then, with all the rage of hell aſſail 

r dreaded foes, by arts or force prevail; 
all their folema councils raiſe diſſent, . 
ngrounded jealouſies, and diſcontent : | 

t ſome the ſlaves of ſhameful paſſions prove, 
ung'd in the ſoft, licentious joys of love; 

nd others treach'roufly the cauſe decline, 
onſound their army, fink the curſt deſign. 


On the CREATION, 


OR yet the crude materials of the earth, 


birth ; 

or yet one ſolitary ſpark of light 

lard thro? the duſky ſhades of ancient night; 
or on the barren waſtes of endleſs ſpace, 

yet were circumſcrib'd the bounds of place: 


he firſt confug'd original of things. 

ſhatever now the heav'ns wide arms embrace, 
ogether then lay blended in a maſs; 
he dull, the active, the refin'd, and baſe, 
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Were form'd; nor time, nor motion yet had 


Den at th? Almighty's word, from nothing ſprings - 


; 


The 


as; 
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The cold, the hot, the temp'rate, moiſt and dry, 


All mingled in profound diſorder lie; 


In one prodigious undiſtinguiſh'd heap, * 
Th' extremeſt contraries of nature ſleep : 


Nor yet the ſprightly ſeeds of fire aſcend, 


Nor downwards yet the pond'rous atoms tend. 
A monſtrous face the new creation wears, 

And void of order, form, and light, appears; 
Till the Almighty fat, once again 
Pronounc'd, did motion to each part ordain, 
Awoke the tender principles of life, 

And urg'd the growing elemental ſtrife. 

And now confaſions infinite ariſe, 

From nature's moſt remote antipathies: 

But while againſt their furious oppoſites, 

Each hoſtile atom all its force unites, 

Their own lov'd ſpecies, thro” the formleſs maſs, 
With am'rous zeal! officioufly they trace, 
And join, and mingle in a ftrit embrace. 
The lively ſhining particles of light, 

On dazzling wings attempt their nimble flight. 
The fine tranſparent air, with mighty force, 
Thro' fix'd and fluid, upward takes its courſe, 
The groſſer ſeeds with heavy motion preſs, 


And meeting in the midit, the central parts poſſeſs; 


While the united waves, without controul, 
About the ſlimy ſurface proudly roll, 

Till an imperial word their force divides, 

And lo! thedeep by ſmooth degrees ſubſides; 
And to! the riſing ſtately mountains leave 
Their ouzy beds; and lo! the valleys cleave, 
The congregated waters to receive: 
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bart to the ſubterranean caves below, 
nd part around the hills in circling currents flow. 
\nd now the ſlimy, ſoft-fermented earth, 
repar'd to give her various ſpecies birth, 
bedient to the voice, produces all 

er boundleſs ſtores at her Creator's call. 
{ ſudden ſpring at his command aroſe, 

nd various plants their verdant tops diſcloſe ; 
The teeming ground to riſing groves gives way, 
hich leaves and blofſoms inſtantly diſplay, 


Wind every branch with tempting fruit looks gay. 


hen he again, whoſe active word fulfill'd 

xactly all the mighty things he will'd, 

ommands, and ſtraight the heav'nly arches riſe, 
Ind kindling glories brighten all the ſkies. 

\ ſudden day with gaudy luſtre gilds 

Th' expanded air, the new-made ſtreams, and fields; 
Ten thoufand ſprightly dazzling lights advance, 
Ind trembling rays in the wide ether dance : 

The ſun, beyond them all immenſe and gay, 
\ſumes the bright dominion of the day; 

ind whirling up the ſkies with rapid force, 

long the radiant zone begins his deſtin'd courſe. 


An p now another efficacious word, 

he air, and earth, and wat'ry region ſtor'd: 
he num'reus vehieles for breath prepar'd, 

he mighty ſummons of their Maker heard ; 
nd from the boſom of their native clay 

prung into life, and caught the vital ray. 


{Wis Millions 
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And down the ſinking billows calmly go; *. 
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Millions of footed creatures range the woods, * 


Millions with fins divide the chryſtal floods; 
Millions beſides, with wanton liberty, 
On painted wings riſe ſinging to the ſky. 


After the brighteſt model in his mind, 

With care the great Artificer defign'd: 
Beyond his other works, complete and fair, 
He form'd with ev'ry grace the lovely pair, 
Adorn'd with beauty, crown'd with dignity, 
Immortal, god-like, rational, and free : 
Serene impreſſions of a ſtamp divine, 

Upon their matchlefs faces clearly ſhine : 

In deep ſuſpence, and at themfelves amaz'd, 
With curious eyes they on each other gaz'd; 
Themſelves, and all the fair creation round 
Survey, and Rill freſh cauſe of wonder found. 


Bur laſt of all, two of a nobler kind, | 


For now, in their primzval luſtre gay, 
The earth and heav'ns their utmoſt pride diſplay. 
The blazing ſun from his meridian height, 
Thro? an unclouded fky darts round his flaming light, 
The fields, the floods, and all th' enlighten'd air, 
In open day look raviſhiugly fair. 
The bright carnation, and the fragrant roſe, 


Their beauties freſh with heav'nly dew diſcloſe. 


The noble amaranths ſhow their purple dye, 
Splendid, as that which paints the morning ſky. 
Ten thouſand od'rous flow'ss of various hue, . 
In ev'ry ſhade and plain ſpontaneous grew; 
And down the ſmooth deſcent of verdant hills, 


From marble fountains guſh a thouſand rills : | 
. Thu 
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Thro' many a pleaſant ſhade they murm'ring go, 
And mingle with the larger ftreams below, 

Which thro” the flow'ry valleys foftly flow; 

'And all along their lovely ſpacious banks, 

Immortal trees are plac'd in equal ranks, 

Whoſe charming ſhades might God himſelf delight, 
And angels from their heav'nly bow'rs invite. 
Here gentle breezes, from their fragrant wings, 
Shed all the odours of a thouſand ſprings : 
Harmonius birds among the branches ſing, 

And all the groves with chearful echoes ring. 


Hair mighty Maker of the . 
My ſong ſhall till thy glorious deeds rehearſe: 
Thy praiſe, whatever ſubject others chuſe, 
Shall be the lofty theme of my aſpiring muſe. 


* 


Love and FRIENDS HIT»: 


A 
PASTORAL. 


AMARTYLELIS. 
HILE from the ſkies the ruddy ſun deſcends ; 
And riſing night the ev'ning ſhade extends: 
While pearly dews o 'erſpread the fruitful field; 
And clofing flowers reviving odours yield; | 
Let us, beneath theſe ſpreading trees, recite | 
Whai from our hearts our muſes may indite, 
Nor 
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Nor need we, in this cloſe retirement, fear, 
Leaſt any ſwain our am'rous ſecrets hear. 


| „ I 144 . 
To ev'ry ſhepherd I would mine proclaim ; 
Since fair Aminta is my ſofteſt theme : 
A ſtranger to the looſe delights of love, | 
My thoughts the nobler warmth of friendſhip prove ; 
And while its pure and ſacred fre I ſing, 
Chaſte n of the groves, thy ſuccour bring. 


A MARI L "Is 
Paoririouvs god of love, my breaſt inſpire 
With all thy charms, with all thy pleaſing fre: 
Propitious god of love, thy ſuccour bring; 
Whilſt I thy darling, thy Alexis ſing, 
Alexis, as the op'ning bloſſoms fair, 
Lovely as light, and ſoft as yielding air. 


For him each virgin fighs, and on the plains 


The happy youth above each rival reigns ; ; 

With ſuch an air, and ſuch a graceful mien, 

No ſhepherd dances on the flow'ry green : 

Nor to the echoing groves, and whiſp'ring ſprings, 
In ſweeter ſtrains the tuneful Conor ſings ; 

When loud applauſes fill the crouded groves, 

And Phæbus the ſuperior ſong approves, 


S1TL 714. 
BEAUTrous Aminta is as early light, 
Breaking the melancholy ſhades of night. 
When ſhe is near, all anxious trouble flies: 


And our reviving hearts confeſs her eyes. 
| Young 
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Foung love, and blooming joy, and gay deſires, 

In ev'ry breaſt the beauteous nymph inſpires : 

But on the plain when ſhe no more appears, 

he plain a dark and gloomy proſpe& wears. 

In vain the ſtreams roll on; the eaſtern breeze 
Dances in vain among the trembling trees. 

n vain the birds begin their ev'ning ſong, 

\nd to the filent night their notes prolong : 

Nor groves, nor chryſtal ſtreams, nor verdant field 
Can wonted pleaſure in her abſence yield. 


AMARTYLELETS, 
ALEXIS abſent, all the penſive day, 
In ſome obſcure retreat I lonely ſtray : 
l day to the repeating caves complain, 
n mournful accents, and a dying ſtrain. 
Wear, lovely youth! I cry to all around ; 
Dear, lovely youth ! the flatt'ring vales reſound. 


S T. L VIA. 
Ox flow'ry banks, by ev'ry murm'ring ſtream, 
ninta is my muſeꝰs ſoſteſt theme: 


is ſhe that does my artful notes refine, 
nd with her name my nobleſt verſe ſhall ſhine. 


AMARYLELIS. « 
I'L 1 twine freſh garlands for Alexis brows, 
And conſecrate to him my ſofteſt vows : 
The charming youth ſhall my Apollo prove; 
dorn my ſongs, and tune my voice to love. 


> 
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To the AUTHOR of the foregoing 
Aras Ar 


By Mr. Pi: 108K, 


Y Sylvia, if thy charming elf be meant; 

f fiendibip ve thy virgin us extent; 
O! let me in Avinta's praifes join; 
Her's my efteem thall be, my paſſion thine. 
When for thy head the garland | prepare; 
A ſecond wreata ſhall biad Aminta's nuir: 
And when my choiceſt ſongs thy worth proclaim : 
Al:-rnate verſe mall bleſs Auinta's name: 
M heart ſhall o,a the juſtice of her cauſe; 
And love hiuilelf ſubmit to friepdſhip's laws. 


Bur, if beneath thy numbers foft diſguiſe, 
Some favour'd iwain, ſome true Alexis lies; 
If Amaryllis breathes thy ſeeret pains; 
And thy fond heart beats meaſure to thy ſtrains : 


May'ſt thou, howe'er | grieve, for ever find WI 
The flame propitious, and the lover kind: Th 
May Venus long exert her happy pow'r, Th 
And make thy beauty, like thy verſe endure : Al 
May ev'ry God his friendly aid afford; 

Pan guard thy flock, and Ceres bleſs thy board. « 
| { 

Bur, if by chance the ſeries of thy joys Th 
Fermit one thought leſs chearful to ariſe ; Did 


Piteou 
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Piteous transfer it to the mournful ſwain, 

Who loving much, who not belov'd again, 
Feels an ill-fated paſſion's laſt exceſs; 

And dle in woe, that thou may'ſt live in peace. 


Rn 
o NIE NIE 


In praiſ: of MEMORY. Inſcrib'd to the 
Honourable the Lady WORSEL NV. 


EST gift that heav'rs indulgence could beſtow ! 
To thee our ſarc!! happineſs we owe: 
Thou all the flying ple: ſures duſt reſtore, 
Which, but for thee, bleit Merry, were no more: 
For we no ſooner graip ſome frail delight, ; 
But ready for its everlaiing flight, 
Eer we can call the haſty bliſs our own, 
If not retain'd by thee, it is for ever gone. 


Trov to the fond ſucceſsful lover's heart 
A thouſand melting raptures doſt impart ; 
When, yet more lovely than herſelf, and kind, 
Thou bring'ſt his fancy'd miſtreſs to his mind; 
The flatt'ring image wears a livelier grace, 

A ſofter mien, and more inticing face. 


Tnou from the flying minutes doſt retrieve 
The joys, Clrinda's wit and humour give; ; 
Thoſe joys that I had once poſſeſs'd in vain, 

Did not the dear remembrance ſtill remain: 
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She ſpeaks, methinks, and all my ſoul inſpires, 
Brightens each thought, and gives my muſe new fres, 
Tis the that lends my daring fancy wings, 

Softens my lyre, and tunes its warbling ſtrings. 


Tnov only to the guilty art ſevere, 
Who the review of their paſt actions fear; 
But to the innocent and virtuous mind, 
Art ſtill propitious, ſmiling ftill, and kind. 
To thee we all thoſe charming pleaſures owe, 
The pleaſures that from gen'rous actions flow, 
And they are ſtill the nobleſt we poſſeſs below. ö 
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ET fragrant eaſtern breezes round thee play, 
And op'ning bloſſoms ſtill adorn thy way ; 

Let bubbling fountains murmur to thy ſleep, 
And Pas himſelf the while protect thy ſheep ; 
Thy wanton herds thro? yerdant paſtures ſtray, 
Paſtures like thee, all flouriſhing and gay. 
And when with guiltleſs ſports the rival ſwain:, 
For rural glory ſtrive upon the plains, 
Still, young Alexis, may the prize be thine, 
And on thy brows the faireſt garland ſhine. 


ALEXIS. 
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ALEXIS. 
UxraDinNG wreaths may'ſt thou, Myrtil/a, gain, 
And deathleſs honours by thy verſe obtain ; 
May ſuch ſmooth numbers warble from thy tongue, 
As late the ſkilful Meliblæus ſung. 


MYRTILLI 4. 

No ſuch ambitious aim my mind purſues ; 
Tis love, O charming youth! inſpires my muſe : 
Could I but pleaſe thee with my artleſs lays, 
I proudly ſhould neglect all other praile ; 
Would'ſt thou be grateful, ev*ry grove, and ſtream, 
And hill, and lawn, ſhould echo with thy name; 
Fach rock, each winding cavern and retreat, 
The ſoft, inchanting accents ſhou'd repeat: 
And if my muſe immortal fame could give, 
Thy name in deathleſs numbers ſhould ſurvive. 


ALEXIS. 
SECURE of fame, he need no further crave, 
EWhaſuch a laſting monument may have: 
Wut oh! his glory ne'er can be improv'd, 
ho by the bright Zycorit has been lov'd. 


MYRTILL 4. 
Fox po youth, in yonder ſolitary ſhade, 
L ſaw Narciſſus with the perjur'd maid ; 
\ thouſand tender things ſhe look'd, and ſaid; 
er raviſh'd eyes upon his beauty fed ; | 
Vith flow'rs his graceful flowing hair ſhe dreſt, 
Ind ev'ry ſmile her ſecret flame confeſt. | 


ALEXIS. 
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ALEXTS. 
Wrar paſs'd before I ſaw my lovely fair, 
Deſerves not now my jealouſy or care: 
Had I at firſt the fickle beauty known, 
She had been conſtant then, and all my own. 


SELSISIHSPESIEE SSI IIISESSS u 


A deſcription of the inchanted palace and 
garden of ARMIDA; whither two 
knights from the Chriſtian camp were 
come in ſearch of R1N ALDO. 


Tranſlated from the beginning of the ſixteenil 
Book of Tass0's JERUSALEM, 


HE 8 in a circling figure roſe, 

Its lofty bounds a Ivan ſcene incloſe ; 
Expanded there a beauteous garden lay, 
Where never fading flow'rs their pride diſplay, 
A thouſand Demons kept their lodgings round, 
Whoſe arts with endleſs labyrinths confound 
Each paſſage to the fair inchanted ground. 

A hundred gates adorn the ſtately place, 

The chief of which the heroes wond'rng paſs: 

The folding doors on golden hinges turn, 

With poliſh'd gold the radiant pillars burn; 

But all the dazzling precious metal's coſt, 

Was in the rich, unvalu'd ſculpture loſt. 


% 
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The figures which the ſpacious portals grace, 7 | 
Mich human motion ſeem to leave their place; 
n ev'ry viſage, an expreſſive mind | 
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b inimitable artiſt had deſign'd, 

And life in all their looks and geſtures ſhin'd. 

Nor ſpeech was wanting, fancy that ſupphes ; 

key breathe and ſpeak, while each conſults his eyes. 


Tx x ſtory firſt with Hercules begins; 

Wich virgins ſeated here, he tamely ſpins : 

he godlike man, who hell's ſtrong paſſage gain'd, 

And heav'n, and all its rolling orbs ſuſtain'd, | 

\ ſpindle wields, and with ſoft tales beguiles 1 
he flying hours; fond Lowe ſtands by, and ſmiles ; | 

His uſeleſs club the fair Joe holds, 4 

he lion's rugged ſkin her tender limbs infolds. | 


REMO rE from this, a ſea its ſurges rears, | | 

WHoary with foam the azure field appears; 1 

so warlike fleets advance on either ſide, i 

nd o'er the waves with equal terror ride: 16 

he flaſhes which from brandiſh'd weapons came, 11 
th dreadful ſplendor all the deep inflame. 1 

onſpicuous far the bright Egyptian queen, 

rging the fierce encounter on is ſeen : 

"tonius here conducts the eaſtern kings, 

be mighty Romans there illuſtrious Cæſar brings. 

when two floating iſles amidſt the main, 


Wuſh'd on by winds, each other's ſhock ſuſtain, 
Wind mountains claſh with Mountains on the wat'ry 
plain; 


With 
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With ſuch a force the hoſtile fleets engage, 
Their thund'ring chiefs oppos'd with equal rage; 
While javelins, darts, and flaming torches fly, 
And foreign ſpoils above the waters lie. 

To Cæſar now the victory inclines, 

The beauteous queen the liquid field refigns; 
She flies, nor would the fond Antonius ſtay, 

But madly left the ſcarce decided day, 

And threw the empire of the world away. 

Nor touch'd with fear, nor conquer'd by his foes, 
Th' unhappy man the doubtful field foregoes, 
But by his love betray'd ; yet gen'rous ſhame 
And martial honour oft his thoughts reclaim : 
And now he wou'd the fainting fight renew, 
And now the charming fugitive purſue ; © 

With her inglorious to the ſhore he flies, 
And careleſs there, and loſt in pleaſure lies; 
Ahandon'd looſely to her fatal charms, 
Reſolves to ſoften fate in Cleopatra's arms. 


Tu champions all theſe coſtly wonders view, 
And thro” the palace now their courſe purſue : 
As wild Meander winds along his ſhores, 
Now ſinks, and now his filver wave reſtores ; 
Now to the ocean runs in various ways, 
And backward now in wanton motion plays; 
Such crooked paths, ſuch labyrinths they paß, 
As they the dubious ſtructure's windings trace; 
And thro? th* uncertain maze they ſtill had err'd, 
But the wiſe Magus ſcheme their paſſage clear'd ; 
Whence diſengag'd, before their raviſh'd eyes 
The beauteous garden's pleaſant proſpect lies; 


| 
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The ſhining lakes, and moving chryſtal here, 
The flow'rs, and various plants at once appear; 
At once a ſhady vale, and ſunny hill, 

And groves, and moſſy caves the landſcape fill; 
At once itſelf the charming ſcene reveals, 

And all its wiſe contriver's art conceals ; 

Nor art does copying nature here appear, 

But ſportive nature imitating her. 

The air was mild, and calm the morning breeze, 
Which breath'd eternal verdure on the trees; 
The trees their branches proudly here diſplay, 
With full ripe fruits, and purple bloſſoms gay; 
Beneath one ſpreading leaf, a bending twig 
Preſents the immature, and rip'ning fig: 

Depending on a loaded branch are ſeen 

The gold, the bluſhing apple, and the green : 
The lofty vines their various cluſters ſhow ; 
Ungrateful thoſe, while theſe with Nectar flow: 
The joyful birds beneath the happy ſhade, 

In guided parts a tuneful concert made. 
The whiſp'ring winds, and waters murm'ring fall, 
With trembling cadence ſoftly anſwer'd all : 

Now / ceas'd the birds, the winds and waters high, 
In warbling ſounds return the harmony; 

But falling, now the birds reſume their part, 

Yet ſcarce this order ſeems thꝰ effect of art: 

But one with gaudy plumes, among the reſt, 
And purple bill, ſuperior {kill expreſt; 

Now 1 imitating human words begun, 

The ſweet, the ſhrill, the melting note her own : 
The wing'd muſicians all ſtood mute to hear, 

The winds ſuſpend their murmurs in the air, 


And 
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And lift ning ſtaid while ſhe her ſong recites, 
Which in alluring ftrains to love invites : 

Her part perform'd, the feather'd chorus round, 
Throꝰ alt the groves their glad aſſent reſound. 
The penſive doves in fighs their pain reveal, 
The whiſp'ring trees a paſſion ſeem to feel : 
The floods, the fields, and lightſome air above, 
Confeſs the flame, and gently breathe out love. 


Ucon au“ yet the ſtedfaſt knights remain — 
And all the tempting baits of vice diſdain ; Ref 
But now retir'd beneath a pleaſant ſhade, 

The lovers at a diſtance they furvey'd : m 
Armide ſeated on the flow'rs they find, T 
And in her lap Rinald:'s head reclin'd ; 7 
Inſpiring love, and languiſhing her air, Ah 
Unbound and curling to the winds her hair: * 
Her careleſs robes flow with an am'rous grace, — 
And roſy blaſhes paint her lovely face. = 
Fix'd on her charms he fed his wanton fires, Cor 
And feeding ſtill increas'd his fierce deſires; Hal 
Plung'd in licentions pleaſures thus he lay, i IN 
And melts his life ingloriouſly away. Ilha 
Ar certain times Armiqa to her cells y 
Retires to practiſe her myſterious ſpells; Wh 
The hour was come, ſhe ſighs a ſoft adieu, And 
And from his arms unwillingly withdrew. | er, 
In glitt'ring armour ruſhing from the wood, Rem 
Before him ſtrait the pious heroes ſtood. | My 
As the fierce ſteed, for juſts and battel bred, Thy 


Now uſeleſs grown, with herds in paſtures fed, 


Range! 
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W Ranges at large, and lives ignobly free 

W From former toils ; if arms he chance to ſee, 

W Or hears from far the trumpet's ſprightly ſounds, 

He neighs aloud, and breaks the flow'ry bounds ; 
Longs on his back to feel the hardy knight, 

Meaſure the liſts, and meet the promis'd fight. 

Their fight the brave Rinaldo thus alarm'd, 

Recall'd his honour, and his courage warm'd ; 

Its long inglorious ſleep his virtue broke, 

And martial arder ſparkled in his look. 

When with a friendly ſcorn Ubaldo held 

Before the youth his adamantine ſhield ; 

Surpriz'd he meets his own reflection there, ; 


His gaudy robes hung looſe, his flowing hair, 

Clouds with the rich perfume, and ſweetens all the air, 
A bright, but uſeleſs ſword adorns his fide 

Aſham'd he views this nice fantaſtic pride, 

And, like a man that long in idle dreams 

Has lain, deluded to himſelf he ſeems: 

Enrag d, the hateful object now he flies, 

Confus'd and ſilent downward bends his eyes, 

Half wiſh'd the cleaving ground might open wide, 
Or overwhelming ſeas his ſhame would hide. 

Ubaldo ſees the time, and thus begun: 


Walls fame, while ſo much glory may be won, 
While Alfa, while all Europe are in arms, 
And ſhake the univerſe with loud alarms ; 
Bertold''s ſon alone, exempt from fear, 

Remains a woman's noble champion here. 
What lethargy. what fatal ſpells controul 


Thy vig'rous —_— and unman thy ſoul? 
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Come on! the camp, and mighty Godfrey ſend, 


Fortune and victory thy ſword attend; tr 
The deſtin'd hero thou the doubtful war to end: nd 
Conclude the conqueſt o'er thy pagan foes, E 

nd \ 


What might can thy reſiſtleſs arm oppoſe ? 


'SyEECHLESS he ſtood; and now a decent ſhane, 
And now a gen'rous pride, his looks inflame : 
He rends the badges of his lewd diſgrace, 
And flies with horror the deteſted piace. 


EE ng -- 


The ftory of E RMINIA. Tranſutel 0 c: 
from the ſeventh Book of T as$0:M © 
JeRUSALEM: 


Inſcribd to the Right Honourable the Ia chi 


 Viſcounteſs WEYMOUTR. W! the 

eal'd 

FF RMINLA, by the centinels furpriz'd, 1 
Fled all the night, in burniſn'd arms diſgws'd; 

And all the day thro” pathleſs woods ſhe ſtray'd, ach 


Of ev'ry whiſp'ring breath of wind afraid: 
But now the ſan his ſhining progreſs ends, | 
Deſert the ſkies, and to the ſea deſcends ; s t 
The nymph arrives where wealthy Jordan flows, Ne nc 
And on his flow'ry borders ſeeks repoſe; © iter 
Soft ſleep, that wiſk'd relief to mortals brings, 


Spreads o'er the beauteous maid his downy wings! 
But 
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treſtleſs love his empire ſtill maintains, 

a o'er her dreams in airy triumph reigns. 

laſt the birds ſalute the riſing light, 

Wd wanton winds the roſy morn invite; 

ey curl the ſtreams and dance along the waves, 
Wide thro' the woods, and whiſper in the leaves: 
Wc painted bloſſom opens to the day, 

ith them, Erminia's eyes their charms diſplay : 
ith penſive looks, the proſpect round ſhe view'd, 
e ſhepherd's tents, and rural ſolitude; 

h ruffling noiſe awakes her former fears, 

Wl thro? the boughs a tuneful note ſhe hears; 

e fields and floods the chearful ſound retain, 

Wd ſportive echoes mock the jovial ſwain ; 

jo careleſs near the banks of Jordan ſate, 

r fear'd the ſtars, nor curs'd relentleſs fate: 

asd with his honeſt art, he baſkets wove ; 

ee ſprightly boys to imitate him ſtrove, 

princeſs nearer drew, with wild affright 
children fled the unaccuſtom'd ſight, 

W! the bright helmet from her head ſhe took, 
eal'd a female face, and modeſt look; 

golden treſſes o'er her ſhoulders fell, 

all their fears her charming eyes diſpel ; 

face no more a martial terror boaſts, 

n thus the wond' ring ſhepherd ſhe accoſts. 


nic happy man! the gods peculiar care 
Wects thee from the waſteful rage of war: 

Ne not here to offer hoſtile wrongs, 

terrupt thy labours, or thy ſongs; 


1. I. | C But 
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But by what methods haſt thou found defence, 


Againſt the ſword's impartial violence; Wcorr 
While claſhing arms, and the ſhrill trumpet's ſound, d! 
With endleſs jars perplex the regions round ? Wd i 
| | Wy ſu 
My humble ſtate, fair maid, the ſwain replies, Per 
Beneath the turns of changing fortune lies: Fern 
While light'ning blaſts the mountain's lofty brow, imp 
The humble valley ſmiles ſecure below. | lex 
From all the tumults, which diſtract the great, Pr. 
We live exempt in this obſcure retreat; dal 
The gods themſelves the rural life approve, th y 
And kindly guard the innocence they love : bl 
In groves we ſleep, from ſpoil and rapine free, in 
Content with little, bleſt in poverty, - 1 
This life (which yet ambitious men deſpiſe) * 
Before a court's licentious joys, I prize; Ta 
Nor pride, nor ſordid avarice, moleſt | e da 
The ſoft tranquility within my breaſt, ich 
Unartful-meats ſupply my frugal board, = 
And drink the pure, untainted ſprings afford; 1ha 
No poiſons thro? their channels are convey'd, 22 
Nor are we here in golden cups betray'd : adi 
Theſe youths, my ſons, to labour us'd, like me, | 
Attend my flocks with chearful induſtry, 4 
Nor think theſe ſhades can no delights afford, N 
With various harmleſs beaſts the woods are ſtor d, 1 
Among the boughs melodious birds reſide, kin 
And ſcaly fiſh along the rivers glide. dug 
d 
Yer other motives did my youth engage, => 


And wild ambition fir'd my blooming age; 


I 


— 
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W-orn'd the pea: ant's care and humble toils, 
l left my native ſhores, for foreign ſoils ; 
d in th' Egyptian court my ſuit prefer'd : 
y ſuit the condeſcending noble heard. 
je royal gardens ſoon were made my care ; 
-arn'd the fatal ſnares of greatneſs there, 
impious methods, and unconſtant ſtate ; 
learn'd, alas! the dear miſtake too late: 
prime was paſt, my airy wiſhes croſs'd, 
N 400 my dreams of riſing fortune loſt, 
With weeping eyes, the country ſcenes I view'd, 
Wd bleſs'd my once inglorious ſolitude ; 
e ſmooth tranquility, the gay content, 
which my former happy days were ſpent, 
ſolr'd again thoſe pleaſures to purſue, 
With juſt remorſe, I bid the court adieu. 

e day was doubly fortunate for me, 
uch ſet me from its gaudy bondage free. 


4 
75 
3 
g 


Ws wiſe diſcourſe th' attentive princeſs pleas'd, 
Wd half the tempeſt of her ſoul appeag'd : 

no reſolves to try, far from the ſtrife 

W faQtious courts, an unambitious life, 


 paus'd——then thus, with gentle words, began 
addreſs the hoary venerable man. 


Ir, by the diſappointments thou haſt prov'd, 
Wy kind relief, aad pity may be mov'd, 
duct me to ſome hoſpitable cell, 

let mein theſe calm receſſes dwell : 


Pre quiet ſhades, perhaps, will eaſe my grief, 
d give my reſtleſs paſſions ſome relief, 


&f 
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By thy example taught, I ſhall grow wiſe ; 
With that, a tear grac'd her prevailing eyes: 


Some pitying drops the careful ſhepherd ſhed, * 
And to his cottage the fair ſtranger led. 5 
A father's kind indulgence fills his breaſt ; | - 
His wife, with joy, receives the royal gueſt ; a 
Who now her nodding helmet lays aſide, oy 
Her gilded arms, and ornamental pride; | E : 
Then in a ſylvan dreſs, the graceful maid, N = 
All negligent, her decent limbs array'd ; nn 
But nothing ruſtic in her careleſs mien, 4 * 
The princeſs till thro? all diſguiſe was ſeen : __— 
Majeſtic beauty lighten'd in her face, WI 


She mov'd, and ſpoke, with an unvulgar grace; 
And air of grandeur, not to be ſuppreſs'd, 

Her noble mind and high deſcent confeſs'd. 

Yet to the fold her bleating flocks ſhe drove, 
And with her native delicacy ſtrove: 

Sometimes along the freſh enamel'd meads, 

Her harmleſs charge, with gentle pace ſhe leads; 

And, oft beneath ſome laurel's ſhade reclin'd, 

With Tarcred's nime, ſhe wounds the tender rind; 

Each tree that flouriſh'd in the conſcious grove, 
The recqrds bore of her ſucceſsful love. 
And when the tragic ſtory ſhe review'd, 
The ſad deſcription all her grief renew'd; 
With love and melting ſorrow in her eyes, 

Ve verdant plants, the penſive charmer cries, 
Ve pines, and ſpreading laurels, as ye grow, 
Retain the deep inſcriptions of my woe; 

Some wretched maid, undone by love, like me, 
Shall mourn my injur'd faith, and partial deſtiny. 


But 
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Bur if my charming hero here ſhould ſtray, 
grant, ye bleſt propitious powers, he may! 
Ind wand'ring, find in ev'ry ſhade his name, 

| y ſecret care, and undiſcover'd flame, 

. an after death has clos'd my wretched eyes, 
Id in the grave this mortal relique lies; 

ne tender ſigh, ſome grateful rear may prove 
Whe late ſucceſs af my unblemim'd love. * 
Wy hov'ring ghoſt, pleas'd with thirt oft return, 
Whe rigour of my fate no more ſhould mourn, 


Ind vainly to the ſtelds and ſhades retires; 
Ne fields and ſhades indulge her fatal fires: 
While Tancred, yet a ſtranger to her charms, 


ong the toils df war, and fierce alatms, - 


Wirz theſe complaints, ſhe ſooths her fond deſires, 2 
Wrſves a nobler fate in military arms, 18 


2 2X3 


. A. 


Hr un I. 


bas dad 1 of 
1 glorious armies of the ſky 
To thee, O mighty King! 
Triumphant anthems conſecrate, 
And hallelujahs ſing. 


cy 
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1 
But ſtill their moſt exalted flights 
Fall vaſtly ſhort of thee; 
How diſtant then muſt human praiſe 
From thy perfections be 
Ty III. | 
Yet how, my God, ſhall I refrain, 
. When to my raviſh'd ſenſe. 
Each creature in its various ways 
| Diſplays thy excellence? 
2 IV. | 
The active lights that ſhine above, 
In their eternal dance, | 
| Reveal their ſkilful Maker's ens 


With filent pe 
V. 
The bluſkes of the morn confeſs 
That thou art much more fair: 
When in the caſt its beams revive 
E the habe of air z 
: VI. 
The t the refreſhing breath 
Of ev'ry flow'ry bloom, 
In balmy whiſpers owns from thee 
Its pleaſing odours come. 
VII. | 
The ſinging birds, the 2 winds, 
And waters murm'ring fall, 
; To praiſe the firſt almighty cauſe 
| With diff'rent voices call. "ey 


VII. Ti 


PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 31 


| VII. 
Thy num'rous works exalt thee thus, 
And ſhall J filent be? 
No, rather let me ceaſe to breathe, 
Than ceaſe from praiſing thee. 


bob W. K. ppb SS SS $4 $$ % 4% 
H YMN II. 


| I. | 
EGIN the high celeſtial ſtrain, 
My raviſh'd foul, and fing 
A ſolemn hymn of grateful praiſe 
To heav'n's almighty King. 
N. 
Ye curling fountains, as you roll 
Your filver waves along, 


Whiſper to all your verdant ſhores 
The ſubject of my ſong. 
III. 
Retain it long, you echoing rocks, 
The ſacred ſound retain, 
And from your hollow winding caves 
Return it oft again. 
IV. 
Bear it, ye winds, onall your wings 
To diſtant climes away, 
And round the wide-extended world 
My lofty theme convey. 


C 4 PF. Take 
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3 
Take the glad burthen of his name, 
Ye clouds, as you ariſe, 
Whether to deck the golden morn, 
Or ſhade the ev'ning ſkies. 


| VI. 
Let harmleſs thunders roll along 
The {ſmooth ethereal plain, 
And anſwer from the cryſtal vault 

To ev'ry flying ftrain 
VII. 
Long let it warble round the ſpheres, 
And echo thro' the ſky, 
Till argels with immortal {kill 
Improve the harmony. 
VIII. 
While 1 with ſacred rapture fir'd, 
The bleſt Creator ſing, 
And warble conſecrated lays 
To heaven's almighty King. 


Oo 


Hy Mn III. 


I. 
HOVU didſt, O mighty God, exiſt 
E'er time begun its race, 
Before the ample element: 
Fill'd up the voids of fpace.. 
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y II. 


pefore the pow®row earthly dete 


In fluid aĩr was ſtay'd, 
Before the ocean's mighty ſprings 
Their liquid ſtores diſplay'd: 
| III. | 
E'er thro* the gloom of ancient night 
The ſtreaks of light appear'd ; 
Before the high. celeſtial arch, 
Or ſtatry poles were rear'd:. 


IV. 
Before the loud melodious ſpheres 
Their tuneful round begun, 
Before the ſhining roads of heav'n 
Were meaſur'd by the ſun: 


V. 
E'er thro* the empyrean courts 
One hallelujah rung, | 
Or to their harps the ſons of light 
Ecſtatic anthems ſung: 


VE. 
Fer men ador'd, or angels knew, 
Or prais'd thy wondrous name; 
Thy bliſs (O facred ſpring of life l) 
And glory was the ſame. 
VII. 6 
And when the pillars of the world 
With ſudden-ruin break, 
And all this vaſt and goodly frame: 
- inks in the mighty wreck ;, 


Cs Vit. When, 


33 
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VIII. 
When from her orb the moon ſhall ſtart, 
The aftoniſh'd ſun roll back, 
While all the trembling ſtarry lamps 
Their ancient courſe forſake: 
| _ 
For ever permanent and fix d, 
From agitation fre, 
Unchang'd in everlaſting years 
Shall thy exiſtence be. 


MCC 100l © 


Hymn IV. 


81% ord; 
O thee, my God, I hourly ſigh, 
But not for golden ſtores; 
Nor covet I the brighteſt gems 
On the rich eaſtern ſhores, 


' II. 
Nor that deluding empty joy, 
Men call a mighty name; 
Nor greatneſs in its gayeſt pride, 
My reſtleſs thoughts inflame. 
1 III. 
Nor pleaſure's ſoft enticing charms 
My fond defires allure ; 
For greater things than theſe from thee 
My wiſhes wou'd ſecure, 


IV. I 
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IV. 
+ "Thoſe bliſsful, thoſe tranſporting ſmiles 
That brighten heav'n above, 
The boundleſs riches of thy grace, 
And treaſures of thy love. 


. V. 
Theſe are the mighty things I crave ; 
O! make thefe bleſſings mine, 
And I the glories of the world 
Contentedly reſign. 
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Hymn V. 


I. 
N vain the duſky night retires, 
And ſullen ſhadows fly : 
In vain the morn with purple light 
Adorns the eaſtern ſky. 
II. 
In vain the gaudy riſing ſun 
The wide horizon gilds, 
Comes glitt' ring o'er the filver ſtreams, 
And chears the dewy fields. 


III. 
In vain, diſpenſing vernal ſweets, 
The morning breezes play ; 
In vain the birds with chearful ſongs 
Salute the new-born day; 


©. Porn — — 
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A IV. = | 
In vain! unleſs my Saviour's face . 
Theſe gloomy clouds controul, 
And diſſipate the ſullen ſhades 
That preſs my drooping ſoul, 
| | WW: 
O! viſit then thy ſervant, Lord, 
With fayour from on high; 
Ariſe, my bright, immortal ſun! 
And all theſe ſhades will die. 
B VI. 
When, when, ſhall I behold thy face 
All radiant and ſerene, 


Without theſe envious duſky clouds 
That make a veil between ? 


VIT. 
When ſhall that long expected day 
Of ſacred viſion be, 
When my impatient ſoul ſhall make 
A near approach to thee ? 


Hy MN on the Sacrament. 


I. 

ND art thou mine, my deareſt Lord? 
Then I have all, nor fly 

'The boldeſt wiſhes I can form. 

Unto a pitch more high. Au 


* 
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II. 

Yes, thou art mine, the contract's ſeal'd | 
With thine own precious blood; | 
And ev'n almighty pow'rs engag'd 15 

To ſee it all made good. 4 
: | | 11 | 
My fears diſſolve: for oh! what more | if 
Could ſtudious bounty do ? | 
What farther mighty proofs are left ah 
Unbounded love to ſhew ? | | 
| IV. | * 
My faith's confirm'd, nor wou'd I quit on 
My title to thy love, vl 
For all the valu'd things below, , 
Or 1 above. | 
V. 
Nor at the proſpꝰ rous finner*s ſtate 
Dol atall repine ; 
No, let *em parcel out the earth, 
While heav'n and thou art mine. | 


4 Pabnonas on the nativity of our 4 
SAVIOUR, 1] 


In imitation of an Italian PASTORAL, 


| 3 mighty things theſe awful ſigns portend! 
Amaz'd we fee new ſtars th ſkics aſcend; M | 

A taouſand ſtrange uſurping lights appear, | | 

And dart their ſudden ®1ories thro? the air; 


| 
| 

MENALCAS. | 
| 


A daz. il 


38 PoE Ms on ſeveral occafions. 


A dazzling day, without the ſun, returns, 
And thro' the midnight's duſky horror burns. 


. LZ 0 N. 

A d, in the depth of winter, ſpring appears, 
For lo! the ground a ſudden verdure wears; 
The op'ning flow'rs diſplay their gaudieſt dye, 
And ſeem with all the ſummer's pride to vie. 


URANTO. 
Nox without myſt'ry are theſe joys that roll 
In torrents thro* my now prophetic ſoul, 
And ſoftly whiſper to my raviſh'd breaſt, 
That more than all the tribes the race of Judab's blel. 


1 wil ot 


- MENALCAS 

Bur ſee the eaſtern ſkies diſcloſe a light 
Beyond the noontide*s flaming glories bright; 
This way its courſe the ſacred viſion bends, 
And with much flate and ſolemn pomp deſcends, 
Sonorous voices echo from afar, 
And ſoftly warble thro? the trembling air : 
The circling ſpheres the charming ſound 3 
And anſwer all the cadence of their ſong: 
And now the ſacred harmony draws near, 
And now a thouſand heav'nly forms appear. 


3 = 


ANGELS. 
"ou MORTAL glory give to God on high, 
Thro' all the lofty ſtations of the ſky ; 
Let joy on earth, and endleſs peace enſue, 
The great Mefliah's born, thrice happy men to yo 


Ty UR AN 


Fo 


PoEMS on ſeveral occaſions. 39 


| URANTO. 

Taz great Meſſiah born! tranſporting ſound ! 
To the wide world ſpread the bleſt accents round: 
What joy theſe long expected tidings bring ? 

To us is born a Saviour and a King. 


ANGELS. 
An infant in a virgin's arms he lies, 
Who rides the winds, and thunders thro? the ſkies ; 
The God to whom the flaming ſeraphs bow, 
Deſcends to lead the life of mortals now. 


MENALCAS. 
Surprizing power of love 


Ev'n God himſelf thy mighty force does prove; 
Thou rul'ſt the world below, and govern'f all above. 


PALEMON. 
You ſhining meſſengers, be farther kind, 
And tell us where the wondrous child to find. 


ANGELS. 
Your glad conductors to the place we'll be, 
Eager as you this myſtie thing to ſee. 


URANTIO. 
So ur preſent to the infant king let's bear, 
For zeal ſhou'd always liberal appear. 


ANGELS. 
Come on, we'll lead you to the poor abode, 
Where in a manger lies th” incarnate God 


Reduc'd | 
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Reduc'd among the ſordid beaſts to reſt, 

Who all the ſpacious realms of light poſſeſs'd ; 
And he whoſe humble miniſters we were, 
Becomes a tender virgin's helpleſs care. 

Thro' heav'n, but now, the haſty tidings rung, 
And anthems on the wondrous theme they ſung, 


| PAYLEMON.. 
Bu x to what happy maid of human race 
Has heav'n allotted this peculiar grace ? 


ANGELS. 

Ys echoing ſkies, repeat Maria's name; 
Maria thro? the ſtarry worlds proclaim : 
In her bright face celeftial graces ſhine, 
Her mind's enrich'd with treaſures all divine, 
From David's royal houſe deſcends her noble line. 
But ſee the humble ſeat, the poor abode, | 
That holds the virgin with the infant God. 


MENALCAS. 

TREE, virgin- born, thus proſtrate, I adore, 
And offer here the choice of all my ſtore. 
Untill'd the earth ſhall now vaſt harveſts yield, 
And laughing plenty crown the open field. 
Clear rivers in the deſarts ſhall be ſeen, 
And barren waſtes cloath'd in eternal green. 
Inſtead of thorns, the ſtately fir ſhall riſe, 
And wave his lofty head amidſt the ſkies; 
Where thiſtles once, ſhall fragrant myrtles grow, 
The beauteous roſe on ev'ry buſh ſhall glow, 
And from che purple grape rich wines, unpreſs'd, 


ſhall flow. 
P 4 LEMON 
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PALEMON. | 
Grtzam ſtar of Jacob, that fo bright doſt riſe, 
Turn, lovely infant, thy auſpicious eyes ; 
bis ſoft and ſpotleſs wool to thee I bring, 
8 My earlieſt tribute to the new-born king. 
wich thee each ſacred virtue takes its birth, 
And peace and juſtice now ſhall rule :':e earth, 
WT hou ſhalt the bliſs of paradiſe reſtore, 
WAnd wars and tumults ſhall be heard no more, 
Thc wolf and lamb ſhall now together feed, 
And with the ox the lion's ſavage breed. 
| he child ſhall with harmleſs ſerpentplay, 
Ind lead, unhurt, the gentle beaſt away. 
WAnd where the ſun aſcends the ſhining eaſt, 
Wind where he ends his journey in the weſt, 
hy glorious name ſhall be ador'd and bleſt. 


" URANIO. 
Taz hope of ael, hail !—with humble zeal 

0 thee, 5 Son of God, I kneel : 
I! hail to thee! of whom the prophets old 
Jauch mighty things to our forefathers told. 

Iuy kingdom ſhall from ſea to ſea extend, 

Ind reach the ſpacious world's remoteſt end. 
W he ſpicy iſle, and Saba's wealthy king, 

Jo thee from far ſhall coſtly preſents bring. 

Why ſtedfaſt throne ſhall ſtand for ever faſt, 
| 0 = dominion time itſelf out-laſt, 


2 — 
3 


ws; "<p n 


ais gentle lamb, the beſt my flocks afford, 
ring an off ring to all nature's Lord. 


ANGELS. 


— 
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ANGELS: 

Ap we, the regents of che ſpheres, thus low 
Before mankind's illuſtrious Saviour bow: 
Aſtoniſh'd, in an infant's form we ſee 
Diſguis'd th? ineffable Divinity ; - 

Who arm'd with thunder, on the fields of light 
O'ercame the potent ſeraphim in fight. 

Thus humbled—O unbounded force of love! 
Subdu'd by that, from all the joys above, 
Thou cam'ſt the wretched life of man to prove. 
And thus our ruin'd numbers wilt ſupply, 

And fill the deſolations of the ſky. 


LXEXEXEXEXELELERERE 


Hy MN on HEAVEN. 


I. 
AIL, facred Salem, plac'd on high! | 
Seat of th' Almighty King, 5 
What thought can graſp thy boundleſs bliſs? 8 
What tongue thy glories ſing ? 
IL Co 
Thy cry tow'rs and palaces | 
Magnificeatly riſe, W 
And dart their beauteous Iuſtre round = 
The empyrean ſkies. 4 
III. | ; 
The voice of triumph in thy ſtreets, { 
And acclamations ſound : 


Gay banquets in thy ſplendid courts, 
And nuptial joys abound. 


IV; Brigt 
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IV. 
Bright ſmiles on ev'ry face appear, 
Rapturein ev'ry eye; 
From ev'ry mouth glad anthems flow, 
And charming harmony. 
V 


Illuſtrious day for ever there 
Streams from the face divine; 

No pale- fac'd moon e'er glimmers forth, 
Nor ſtars, nor ſun decline. 

139 

No ſcorching heats, no piercing colds, 
The changing ſeaſons bring; 

But o'er the fields mild breezes there 
Breathe an eternal ſpring. 

| VII. 

The flow'rs with laſting beauty ſhine, 
And deck the ſmiling ground; 

While flowing ſtreams of pleaſure all 

The happy plains ſurround. 


cone, my Beloved, let us go: forth into 


the fields, let us lodge in the villages. 
Cant. vii. 1 I. 


LL 
HOU object of my higheſt bliG, 
And of my deareſt love, 
Come, let us from this tireſome world, 
And all its cares remove. 


IT. Among 


44 PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 
| II. 
Among the murm'ring cryſtal ſtreams, 
The groves, and flow'ry fields, 
Let's try the calm and filent joys 
That bleſt retirement yields. 
, III. 
There, far from all the buſy world, 
To thee alone Pl live, 
And taſte more pleaſure in thy ſmiles 
Than all things elſe can. give. 
ny, IV. 
My pure deſires, and holy vows, 
Shall center all in thee; 
While ev'ry hour to ſacred love i 
Shall conſecrated be. 
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BE? ORE the roſy dawn of day, 
LAUGH To thee, my God, I'll ſing; 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre ! 
Awake, each charming ftring ! 
C 
Awake! and let thy flowing ſtrain 
Glide thro' the midnight air, 
While high amidſt her ſilent orb 
. The ſilver moon rolls clear. 


III. White 


- 
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III. 
While all the glitt'ring ſtarry lamps 
Are lighted in the ſky, 
And ſet their Maker's greatneſs forth 
To thy admiring eye: 


| IV. 
While watchful angels round the juſt 
As nightly guardians wait, 
In lofty ſtrains of grateful praiſe 
Thy ſpirit elevate. 
. 
Awake, my ſoft and tuneful lyre ! 
Awake each charming ftring |! 
Before the roſy dawn of day, 
To thee, my God, I'II ling, 


VI. 
Thou round the heay'nly arch doſt . 
A dark and ſable veil, 
And all the beauties of the world 
From mortal eyes conceal. 
VII. 
Again, the ſky with golden beams 
Thy ſkilful hands adorn, 
And paint, with chearful fplendor gay, 
The fair aſcending morn. 


VIII. 

And as the gloomy night returns, 
Or ſmiling day renews, 

Thy conſtant goodneſs ſtill my ſoul 
With benefits purſues, 


MO 
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IX. 955 And 
For this Pl! midnight vows to thee, My 
With early inceaſe bring; 

And eber the roſy dawn of day, 
Thy lofty praiſes ſing. T 
, | Thy 
| Wo And 
$$6000+$00000005540444 i = 
( 
A DialoGuEe between the Fallen 8 
ANGELS, and a Human SpIRITH Vor 
juſt entered into the other world. = 
ON ſtruggling in the agonies of death, * 
With horror I refign'd my mortal breath: But y 
With horror long the fatal gulph I view'd, I hot 
And ſhiv'ring on its utmoſt edges ſtood ; Were 
Till forc'd to take th? inevitable leap, And! 
I hurry'd headlong down the gloomy ſtee p: Of G 
And here of every hope bereft, I find Ard: 
Myſelf a naked, an unbody'd mind. While 
My lov'd, my fond officious friends in vain, For p 
My fleeting ſoul endeavour'd to retain [ find 
In vain its blooming manſion did invite ; And l 
Grandeur, and wealth, and love, and ſoft delight, Inflea; 
With tempting calls in vain its flight would tay, Repea 
When forc'd by the ſevere decree away. And f 
Tis paſt——and all like a thin viſion gone, | mee 


For which I have my wretched ſoul undone ; 
| And 


And wandring on this dark, deteſted ſhore, 
My eyes ſhall view the upper light no more, 


Fallen ANGELS. 
Tx z x welcome to the regions of deſpair! 
Thy ruin coſt us much deſign and care, 
And thou had'ſt *ſcap'd, but for one happy ſnare; 
And in the bliſsful ſkies ſupply'd the place 
Of ſome fall'n ſpirit of our nobler race: 
Thou coul'd the thirſt of wine or wealth controul, 
And no malicious fin has ſtain'd thy ſoul ; 
But for the joys of one forbidden love 
Haſt loſt the boundleſs ecſtaſies above. 


Human S PIX IT. 
Aud all was freely, freely all was loſt; 
How dear has one ſhort dream of pleaſure coſt! 
But yet this fatal, this inchanting dream, | 
| ſhould, perhaps, beyond ev'n heav'n eſteem, 
Were it as permanent: but, ah! 'tis gone 
And Ja wretch abandon'd and undone, 
Of God, of every ſmiling hope, am leſt, 
And all my dear delights on earth bereft ; 
While here for gilded roofs, and painted bow'rs, 
For pleaſant walks, and beds of flagrant flow'rs,! 
| find polluted dens, and pitchy ſtreams, 
And burning paths, with beds of raging flames; 
Inſtead of muſic's ſweet inſpiring ſound, 
Repeated yells, and endleſs groans go round ; 
And for the lovely faces of my friends, 
| meet the ghgſtly viſages of ſiends; 
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A thouſand nameleſs terrors are behind, 
Deſpair, confuſion, fury, ſeize my mind: 
But will my griefs no happy period find ? 


OE Falm ANGELS, 
Cour all the twinkling glories of the ſky, 

Count all the drops that in the ocean lie; 
Of all the earthly globe the atoms count, 
Eternal years thy numbers ſtill ſurmount. 

Millions of tedious ling'ring ages gone, 

Thy miſery, thy bell, is but begun. 

As fix'd, as permanent, thy bliſs had been, 
But for one darling, one beloved ſin ; 

Cold to the baits of any other vice, 

Beauty alone could thy fond thoughts entice ; 
By this, (or all our ſtratagems had fail'd,) 
By this we o'er thy temp'rate youth prevail'd. 
Poor, ſottiſh ſoul! below our envy now, 

For what a toy didſt thou a heaven forego ? 


Human S PIR IT. 
O TxLL me not from what fair hopes I fell! 
Juſt mifling heaven, but aggravates my hell. 


Fallen ANGELS. 
Tou know'ſt not what thou'ſt loſt, but we too well 


The glories of that happy place can tell. 
There endleſs heights of ecſtacy they prove, - 
There's laſting beauty and immortal love, 
There flowing pleaſures in full torrents roll; 4 8⁰ 
For pleaſures form'd, this loſs muſt rack thy ſoul. 1 me 
re; 
Huna ninte 


= Vo. 
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Human SPIRIT. 
wir how much cruel art you aggravate 
miſery's intolerable weight? 


Fallen ANGEL $., 

E Our envy once, thou'rt now become our ſcorn, 
& vain for thee the Son of God was born; 
What mighty favour, that peculiar grace, 
oo glorious for the fall'n angelic race, 
res only to exaſperate thy doom, 

Dad give th' infernal ſhades a darker gloom, 


F Human SPIRIT, 

W 0x! that's the wounding circumſtance of all, 

Wo lower depths of woe I cannot fall: 

e curſt tormentors, now your rage is ſpent, 

Wour fury can no further hell invent: i 
W Saviour's title, a Redeemer's blood, 


W heir worth, till now, I little underſtood, 
. / 


— 


D 


A deſcription of HE LL. 


In imitation of M:LTON.. 


I . EEP, to unfathomable ſpaces deep, 

bDeſcend the dark, deteſted paths of hell, 

De gulphs of execration and deſpair, 

bain, and rage, and pure unmingled woe; 

e realms of endleſs death, and ſeats of night, 

Wy interrupted night, which ſees no dawn, 

Vor. I. 1 Prodigious 
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Prodigious darkneſs! which receives no light, 
But from the ſickly blaze of ſulph'rous flames, WE 
That caſt a pale and dead reflection round, Hi 


Diſcloſing all the deſolate abyſs, Noa 
| Dreadful beyond what human thought can form, im 
Bounded with circling ſeas of liquid fire : ro 
Aloft the blazing billows curl their heads, ro 
And form a roar along the direful ſtrand; by 
While ruddy cat'racts from on high deſcend, wu 
And urge the fiery ocean's ſtormy rage. Ar 
Impending horrors o'er the region frown, = Bu 
And weighty ruin threatens from on high; = CG: 


Inevitable ſnares, and fatal pits, 

And gulphs of deep perdition, wait below ; 
Whence iſſue long, remedyleſs complaints, 
With endleſs groans, and everlaſting yells. 
Legions of ghaſtly fiends (prodigious ſight!) 
Fly allconfus'd acroſs the ſickly air, t 
Ard roaring horrid, ſhake the vaſt extent. 
Pale, meagre ſpectres wander all around, . 
And penſive ſhades, and black deformed ghoſts: Mn 
With impious fury ſome aloud blaſpheme, SV 
And wildly ſtaring upwards, curſe the ſkies : | 
While ſome, with gloomy terror in their looks, 


Trembling all over, downward caſt their eyes, 4 
And tell, in hollow groans, their deep deſpair. a 
Convixc?*p by fatal proofs, the atheiſt here N 
Yields to the ſharp tormenting evidence; N 
And of an infinite eternal Mind, WB 
At laſt the challeng'd demonſtration meets, * 


TAE libertine his folly here laments, 
nis blind extravagance, that made him fell 
T Unfading bliſs, and everlaſting crowns, 
immortal tranſports, and celeſtial feaſts, 
tor the ſhort pleaſure of a ſordid fin, 
W For one fleet moment's deſpicable joy. 
& Too late, all loſt, for ever loſt !- he ſees 
WT Th envy'd ſaints triumphing from afar, 
And angels baſking in the ſmiles of God. 
W But oh! that all was for a trife loſt, 
WS Gives to his bleeding ſoul perpetual wounds. 
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Ta x wanton beauty, whoſe bewitching arts 
Have drawn ten thouſand wretched ſouls to hell, 
bDepriv'd of ev'ry blandiſhment and charm, 

all black, and horrid, ſeeks the darkeſt ſhades, 
ro ſhun the fury of revenge ful ghoſts, 

hat with vindictive curſes {till purſue, 

he author of their miſerable fate, 

Who from the paths of life ſeduc'd their ſouls, 
And led them down to theſe accurft abodes. 


Tas fool that ſold his heav'n for gilded clay, 
he ſcorn of all the damn'd, ev'n here laments 
His ſordid heaps ; which till to purchaſe, he 
A ſecond time would forfeit all above; 
Nor covets fields of light, nor ſtarry wreaths, 
Nor angels ſongs, nor pure unmingled bliſs, 
bot for his darling treaſures ſtill repines ; 

Which from afar, to aggravate his doom, 

ne ſees ſome thopghtleſs prodigal conſume. 


Br» 
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Beyond them all, a miſerable hell 
The execrable perſecutor finds; | 
No ſpirit howls among the ſhades below 
More damn'd, more fierce, nor more a fiend than he 
Aloud he heav'n and holineſs blaſphemes, | 

"While all his enmity to good appears, 

His enmity to good; once falſly call'd 

Religious warmth, and charitable zeal. 

On high, beyond th' unpaſſable abyſs, 

To aggravate his righteous doom, he views 

The bliſsful realms, and there the ſchiſmatic, 

The viſionary, the deluded faint, 

By him ſo often hated, wrong'd, and ſcorn'd, 

So often curs'd, and damn'd, and baniſh'd thence: 
He ſees him there poſſeſs'd of all that heav'n, 
Thoſe glories, thoſe immortal joys, which he, 
The orthodox, unerring catholic, _ 

The mighty fav'rite, and ele& of God, 

With all his miſchievous, converting arts, : 
His killing charity, and burning zeal, Wu 
His pompous creeds, and boaſted faith, has loſt, e 


I x 


On HE AV E N. = 


HAT glorious things of thee, O glorioas pla BAT: 
Shall my bold muſe in daring numbers ſpe Wo; 
While to immortal ſtrains I tune my lyre, 3 
And warbling imitate angelic airs: 
While ecſtaſy bears up my ſoul aloft, 
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nd lively faith gives me a diſtant glimpſe 
Pr glories unreveal'd to human eyes. 


vie ſtarry manſions, hail! my native ſkies! bv 
Here in my happy, pre- exiſtent. ſtate, RE | 
A ſpotleſs mind) I led the life of gods. | 
Put paſſing, I ſalute you, and advance 
o yonder brighter realm's allow'd acceſs. 


Hart, ſplendid city of tht Almighty King! | 
Weleſtial Salem, fituate above 4 
Alagnificent thy proſpect, and auguſt FI 
WT by walls ſublime, thy tow'rs and palaces | | 
Inlaſtrious far with orient gems appear. 
. There regent angels, crown'd with ſtars, command; 
Fligh in the midſt, the awful throne of God 
ſcends the utmoſt empyrean arch, 
W'he heav'n of heav'ns; where in conceiveleſs light, 
och as infinity alone can prove, ; 
ie enjoys ch' extremeſt bounds of happineſs, | : 
ind was in perfect bleſſedneſs the ſame, | 
er any thing exiſted but himſelf; 
er time, or place, or motion, had a name, 
Wefore the ſpheres began their tuneful round, 
Vr through the air the ſun had ſpread his beams; 
Fer at his feet the flaming ſeraphs bow'd, 
And caſt their ſhining crowns before his throne ; 
er ſmiling angels tun'd their golden harps, 
r ſung one hallelujah to his praiſe. 
Fr mighty love, which mov'd him to create, 
ill moves him to communicate his bliſs. 
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O Ss PEAR! you happy ſpirits that ſurround 
His dazzling throne, for you alone can tell ; 
For you alone thoſe raptures can deſcribe, 

And ſtem th' impetuous floods of joy that riſe 
Within your breaſt when all unveiPd, you view 
The wonders of the beatific ſight : 

When from the bright unclouded face of God 
You drink full draughts of bliſs and endleſs love, 
And plunge yourſelves in life's immortal fount ; 
The ſpring of joy, which from his dazzling throne 
In endleſs currents ſmoothly glides away, 

Thro' all the verdant fields of paradiſe ; 

Thro' balmy groves, where on their flow'ry banks, 
To murm'ring waters, and ſoft whiſp'ring winds, 
Fair ſpirits in melodious concert join, 

And ſweetly warble their heroic loves, 


For love makes half their heav'n, and kindles here 


New flames, and ardent life in ev'ry breaſt ; 
While active pleaſure lightens in their eyes, 
And ſparkling beauty ſhines on every face: 
Their ſpotleſs minds, all pure and exquiſite, 
The nobleſt heights of love prepar'd to act, 
In everlaſting ſympathies unite, 

And melt, in flowing joys, eternity away. 


To thoſe bleſt ſhades, and amarantine bow?rs, 
When dazzled with th' unſufferable beams 
That ĩſſue from the open face of God, 

For umbrage many a-ſeraphim reſorts : 

Nor longer here o'er their bright faces claſp 
Their gorgeous wings, which open wide, diſplay 
More radiance than adorns the chearful ſun, 


When 


— 
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hen firſt he from the roſy eaſt looks out: 
entle as love, their looks ſerene as light, 


| looming and gay as everlaſting ſprings. 


Bur oh! when in the lofty bliſsful bow'rs, 
im heav'nly fill, to the harmonious lyre, 
BT hc clear, the ſweet, the melting voice they join ; 
Ti: vales of heav'n rejoice, and echoing loud, 
Nedouble ev'ry charming cloſe again; 
nile trembling winds upon their fragrant wings 
ear far the ſoft, melodious ſounds away; 
hc {ver ſtreams their winding journeys ſtay, 
WS {end their murmurs, and attend the ſong ; 
e laughing fields new flow'rs and verdure wear, 
ad all the trees of life bloom out afreſh, 
be gum'rous ſuns which gild the realms of joy, 
BD ace ia theic lighiſome ſpheres, and brighter day 
WI hro! all ch' interminable ether dart; 
nile to the great unutrerable Name, 
All glory they aſcribe in lofty ſtrains, 
Wa ſtrains expreſsleſs by a mortal tongue. 
happy regions! O tranſporting place 
Vith what regret | turn my loathing eyes 
Ho yonder earthly globe, my duſky feat! 
but, ah! I muſt return; no more allow'd 
To breathe the calm, the ſoft, celeſtial air, 
And view the myſtic wonders of the ſkies. 


5 
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| | Wo! 
$$$$+44$6++$504$4-+444 ſh: 
| Ne 
SERAPHIC LOVE. 
HOU beauty's vaſt abyſs, abſtract of all | : * 


My thoughts can lovely, great, or ſplendid call 
To thee in heav'nly flames, and pure deſires, 
My raviſh'd ſoul impatiently aſpires. 

II. 

With admiration, praiſe, and endleſs love, 
Thou fill'ſt the wide reſplendent worlds above; 
And none can rival, or with thee compare, 
Of all the bright intelligences there. 


III. 
What vapours then, what ſhort-liv'd glories be 
The faireſt idols of our ſenſe to thee ? 
Before the ſtreaming ſplendor of thine eye, 
The languid beauties fall away, and die. 


IV. 

Farewel then, all you flat delights of ſenſe! 
I'm charm'd with a ſublimer excellence, 
To whom all mortal beauty's but a ray, 
A ſcatter'd drop of his o'erflowing day. 

V. 7 
How ſtrongly thou my panting heart doſt move [8 
With all the holy ecſtacies of love! 1 
In theſe ſweet flames let me expire, and ſee 
Unveil'd the brightneſs of thy deity. 


VI. Oh Þ 
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B VI. 

on! let me die! for there's no earthly bliſs 

3 y thoughts can ever reliſh after this; | 
o, deareſt Lord, there's nothing here below, 
Without thy ſmiles, to pleaſe, or ſatisfy me now. 
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The tranſlation of ELIJAH. 


Is lecture to the ſad young prophets done, 

$ And laſt adieus, the rev'rend ſeer goes on, 
Obedient as the ſacred inſtinct guides, 

And now advanc'd to Jordan's verdant fides ; 

Elijah, with his great ſucceſſor flood, 


And gave a ſignal to the paſſing flood; 
BE Th obſequious waters ſtay, for well they know 


What to his high authority they owe. 


While wave on wave, with filent awe, crowds back, 


To leave a clean, and ſpacious ſandy track, 
BE £/j44 on with his companion goes, 
þ Behind *em ſoon the cryſtal ridges cloſe,. c 
No more revers'd, the troubled current flows. 
Then forward ſtill they went, diſcourſing high 
Of heav*nly bliſs, and immortality, 
When from a cloud breaks like the purple dawn, 
Zy hery ſteeds a fiery chariot drawn 
8 4 glitring convoy ſwift as that deſcends, 
And in an inſtant parts th' embracing friends; 
To the bright car conducts the man of God, 
And mounts again the ſteep ethereal road. 
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The paſſing triumph lightens all the air 
With ruddy luſtre, than high noon more fair, 
And paints the clouds, than ev'ning beams more gay, 
Thro' which, with wond”rous ſpeed, they cut their way, 
Now lofty piles of thander, hail, and ſnow, | 
Th' artillery of heay*n, they leave below; 
Below the glimm'ring moon's pale regency 
They leave, and now more free aſcend the ſky. 
Breathing again immortal air, nor here 
Reſent the preſſure of the atmoſphere. 
By holy eeſtaſies, and flames intenſe, 
Here purg'd from all the dregs of mortal ſenſe ; 
With heav'nly luſtre, eminently gay, 
Elijah, wond'ring, does himſelf ſurvey ; 
All o'er ſurveys himſelf, and then the ſkies, 
While new ſtupendous objects meet his eyes. 
With his vew being pleas'd, thus, the firſt man, 
As jult tolive and reaſon he began, 
On hills, and valleys, groves and fountains, gaz'd, 
With ſkies and light thus raviſh'd, thus amaz'd. 
But now the utmoſt frmament they cleave, 
And all the ſtarry worlds behind them leave ; 
Fark, angels ſing! of light appear new ſtreaks! 
Celeſtial day, with gaudy ſplendor breaks! 
On heaven's rich ſolid azure now they tread 
The bliſsful paths that to God's preſence lead; 
While to the new inhabitant all the way 
Loud welcomes, on their harps, his guardians play: 
A thouſand joyful ſpirits crowd to meet 
The glorious faint, and his arrival greet. 
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A Dia roc! 
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I DIALOGUE Between the Sour, 


Ricuts, Fame, and PLEASURE, 


RICHES. 
ELUDED mortal, turn and view my ſtore, 
While all my glitt'ring treaſures I explore, 
The gold of both the Indian worlds is mine, 


And gems that in the eaſtern quarries ſhine, 


And all the fury of its waves ſuſtain, 

For me all toils and hazards they diſdain. 

For me their country's ſold, their faith betray'd ; 
The voice of intereſt ne'er was diſobey'd. 


For me advent'rous men attempt the main, 


SOUL. 
Ver thy tempting offers can deſpiſe, 


Nor loſe a with on ſuch a worthleſs prize. 


When yonder ſparkling flars attract my ſight, 


ny gold, thy boaſted gems, loſe all their light. 


My daring thoughts above theſe trifles riſe, 
And aim at glorious kingdoms in the ſkies, 
there expect celeſtial diadems, 

Outſhining all thy counterfeited gems. 


FA MF. 
Tis nothing ſtrange, that thy ambitious mind, 


13 ſordid wealth ſhould no temptation find: 


But [ have terms which thy acceptance claim, 
Heroic glory, and a mighty name ! 
To 
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To theſe the greateſt ſouls on earth aſpire, 
Souls moſt endow'd with the celeſtial fire ; 
Whom neither wealth, nor beauty can inflame, 
Theſe hazard all for an illuſtrious name. 


SOUL 
An p yet thou art a mere fantaſtic thing, 

Which can no ſolid fatisfaQtion bring. 

Should I in coſtly monuments ſurvive, 

And, after death, in men's applauſes live ; 
What profit were their vain applauſe to me, 

If doom'd below to endleſs infamy ? 

Sunk in reproach, and everlaſting ſhame 

With God, and angels, where's my promis'd fame? 
But if their approbation I obtain, 

And deathleſs wreaths, and heav'nly glories gain, 
I may the world's falſe pageantry diſdain. 


PLEASURE. 

Bur where the baits of wealth and honour fail, 
Th' inchanting voice of pleaſure may prevail: 
The lewd and virtuous, both my vaſſals prove; 
No breaſt ſo guarded but my charms can move. 
All that delights mankind, attends on me, 
Beauty, and youth, and love, and harmony, 

I wing the ſmiling hours, and gild the day, 
My paths are ſmooth, and flow'ry all my way. 


SOUL. 
By vr, ah! theſe paths to black perdition tend, 
There ſoon thy ſoft, deluding viſions end. 


Thok 
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Thoſe ſmooth, thoſe flow'ry ways, lead down to hell, 
Where all thy ſlaves in endleſs night muſt dwell. 

The road of virtue far more rugged is, 

But, oh! it leads to everlaſting bliſs : 

And all beyond the thorny paſſage lies 

The realm of light, diſcover'd to mine eyes ; 

Gay bow'rs, and ſtreams of joy, and lightſome fields, 
With happy ſhades, the beauteous proſpect yields : 
Thoſe bliſsful regions I ſhall ſhortly gain, 

Where peace, and love, and endleſs pleaſures reign. 


The xxxviiith chapter of JoB tranſlated. 


N thunder now the God his filence broke, 
And from a cloud this lofty language ſpoke. 


Wno, and where art thou, fond, preſumptuous man! 
That by thy own weak meaſures mine would'ſt ſcan ? 
Undaunted, as an equal match for me, 

Stand forth, and anſwer my demands to thee, 


And firſt, let thy original be trac'd, 
And tell me then what mighty thing thou waſt, 
| When to the world my potent word gave birth, 
And fix'd the center of the floating earth? 
Didſt thou aſſiſt with one deſigning thought, 
Or my ideas rectify in aught, c 
When from confuſion I this order brought ? 
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When like an artiſt I the line ſtretch'd out, 

And mark'd its wide circumference about, 

Didſt thou contribute, Feb, the needful aid, 

When I the deep and ſtrong foundations laid, 

And with my hand the riſing pillars ſtay'd ? | 
When from the perfect model of my mind, 

The vaſt and ſtately fabric was deſign'd; 

So wondrous, fo complete in ev'ry part, 


Adorn'd with ſuch variety of art, 


The ſons of light the goodly frame ſurvey, 

As their own ſeats magnificent and gay ; 
Around the ſhining verge of heav*n they crowd, 
And from the cryſtai confines, ſhout aloud : 
For joy the morning ſtars together ſang, 

And heav'n all o'er with glad preludiums rang. 


Wear the tumultuous floods by thee controul'd, 
When without bounds the foaming billows roll'd ? 
Didſt thou appoint them then their ouzy bed, 
And humid clouds o'er all their ſurface ſpread, 
Affixing limits to th' imperious deep, 

The limits it perpetually ſhall keep; 
Tho' mounting high, the angry ſurges roar, 
And daſh themſelves, with rage, againſt the ſhore! 


Wur x did'ſt thou ſummon up the ling'ring day, 
And haſte the lovely bluſhing morn away? 
Swift as my flaming meſſengers above, 
Its gaudy wings at my direction move. 


Has 


- 
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Has thou ſurvey'd the ocean's dark abodes, 

The ſteep deſcents, the vaults, and craggy roads, 
Thro' which, with hollow ramour, ruſh the nether 
floods ? | 

Or haſt thou meaſur'd the prodigious ſtore 

Of waves, that in thoſe ghaſtly caverns roar ? 

Or haſt thou, Job, the fatal valley trac'd, 

And thro? the realms of death undaunted paſs'd ; 
Where the pale king a ruſty ſcepter wields, 

And reigns a tyrant o'er the duſky fields? 

Doſt thou the pure immortal fountain know, 

From whence thoſe num'rous ſtreams of glory flow, 
Which feed the radiant lamps that in the ether glow ? 
Or from what caves the ſullen ſhadows riſe, 

When, like a deluge, night involves the ſkies ? 

How does the ſun his morning beams diſplay 

Thro' golden clouds, and ſpread the ſudden day; 
When breaking from the eaſt, all freſh and fair, 

He dances thro” the glitt'ring fields of air? 

At his approach all nature looks more gay, 

Thro' ev'ry grove refreſhing breezes play, | 
And o'er the ſtreams, and o'er the meadows ſtray. 


Dos r thou the clouds amidſt the air ſuſtain, 
And melt the floating rivers down in rain; 
When over-charg'd, the yielding atmoſphere, 
No longer now the wat'ry load can bear! 
On gloomy wings the ſounding tempeſt flies, 
And heavy thunders roll along the ſkies ; 
Around the airy vault fierce light'nings play, 
And burn themſelves, thro?. ſolid clouds away: 
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With water, who the wilderneſs ſupplies ? 
And tell me whence the midnight dews ariſe ? 
Or from what cold and petrifying womb 

The ice, and nipping hoary froſts does come? 
What ſecret pow'rs in fluid parts cement, 
Congeal, and harden the foft element ? 

All ſtiff, and motionleſs, the frozen deep, 
No curling winds its ſhining ſurface ſweep. 


CansrT thou the chearing influences ſtay 
Of thoſe mild ſtars which deck the ſpring fo gay ? 
Or looſe the ſullen planet's icy bands, 
Which froſts, and rough tempeſtuous winds command: 
Canſt thou bring out fair Max' roth's ſultry beam? 
Or guide thro' heay*ns blue tracks the ſtarry team ? 
Do all the ſhining, vaſt machines above, 
By thy contrivance, in ſuch order move ? 
If ſo——ſtill thy divinity to prove, 
Set open now the flood-gates of the ſky, 
And call a mighty deluge from on high ; 
Kindle prodigious light'nings, and command 
The burning flaſhes with a daring hand 
Fll then confeſs thou haſt an arm like me, 
Aud that thy own right hand can ſuccour thee. 


HYMN 
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HYM N. 
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lam have I in heaven but thee? &Cc. 
c Ps AL. Ixxiii. 25. 11 
„ N 
| 3 
HE calls of glory, beauty's ſmiles, 
And charms of harmony, 
Are all but dull, inſipid things, 
Compar'd, my God, with thee. 
II. 
Without thy love I nothing crave, 
And nothing can enjoy ; 
The proffer'd world I ſhou'd neglect, 
As an unenvied toy, 


| Hl. 
The ſun, the num'rous ſtars, and all 
The wonders of the ſkies, 
If to be purchas'd with thy ſmiles, 
Thou know'ſt I wou'd deſpiſe. 


IV. | 
What were the earth, the ſun, the ſtars, 
Or heav'n itſelf to me, 
(My life, my everlaſting bliſs !) 
If not ſecur'd of thee ? 


v. Celeſtial 
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INES < "Op 
Celeſtial bow'rs, ſeraphic ſongs, 
And fields cf endleſs light, 


Wou'd all unentertaining prove, 


Without thy bliſsful fight, 
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Thoughts of a dying CHRISTIAN, 


COME, J come! and joyfully obey 

The fatal voice that ſummons me away 
With pleaſure I reſign this mortal breath, 
And fall a willing ſacrifice to death. 
O welcome ſtroke, that gives me liberty! 

Welcome, as to the ſlave, a jubilce! 

Of the vain world I take my laſt adieu, 
The promis'd land is now within my view 
The clouds diſpel, the ſtormy danger's paſt, 
And I attain the peaceful ſhores at laſt. 
My hope's dear objects, now ate all in ſight, 
The lands of love, and unexhauſted light ; 
The flowing ſtreams of joy, and endleſs bliſs, 
The ſhining plains, and walks of paradiſe ; 
The treees of life, immortal fruits and flow'rs, 
The tall celeſtial groves, and charming bow'rs ; 
I breathe the balmy empyrean air, 


The ſongs of angels, and their harps hear; 
And ſcarce the fierce, tyrannic joy can bear. 


HYMN. 
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HYMN. 


I. 

Mmortal fountain of my life, 
1 My laſt, my nobleſt end: 
Eternal centre of my ſoul, 

Where all its motions tend! 


II. 
Thou object of my deareſt love, 
My heav*nly paradiſe, 
The ſpring of all my flowing joys, 
My. everlaſting bliſs ! 
III. 
My God, my hope, my vaſt reward, 
And all I wou'd poſſeſs; 
Still more than theſe pathetic names, 
And charming words expreſs ! 


-auf · At Rf RE 
Te APPEAL. 


I, 
O thee, great ſearcher of the heart, 


1 ſolemnly appeal, 
Who all the ſecrets of my ſoul, 


And inmoſt thoughts can'ſt tell. 


IT, Even 


68 
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Ty Do 
Ev'n thou, th' unerring judge of all, 
Doſt my dread witneſs prove; 
That thee, beyond whate'er the world 
Can tempt me with, I love. 


III. 
That thou, whatever elſe I miſs, 
Whatever elſe I loſe, 
Art my exceeding great reward, 
And higheſt bliſs I chooſe, 


| IV. 
Leave me of wealth, of honour, friends, 
And all things elſe bereft; 
But of thy favour, gracious God, 
Let me be never left ! 


V. 
O hear! and grant thy boundleſs love $ 
Ineſtimable ſtore, 
And Vl! hereafter cloſe my * | 
And never urge thee more, 


| . 
With this alone Pl be content; 
But, Lord, of this deny'd, 
I ſhould deſpiſe the nobleſt gift, 
Thou coud'ſt beſtow beſide. 
3 
Among the brighteſt joys of life, 
I ſhould no pleaſure know, 
But murm'ring to the ſullen ſhades 
Of endleſs night would go. 
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7 F me, O thou whom my ſoul loveth, 
where thou feedeſt, where thou makeſt 


thy eck to reft at noon. Cant. i. 7. 


I. 
Lovelier to my raviſh'd eyes 


Than all they ever ſaw, 
Much dearer than the light I view, 
Or vital breath I draw! 


II. 
Eternal treaſure of my heart, 
Whom as my ſoul ] love, 
O, tell me, to what happy ſhades 
Thou doſt, at noon, remove! 


III. 
O, tell me where, by cryſtal ſtreams, 
Thy ſnowy flocks are led, 
And in what fruitful meadows they 
Are by thy bounty fed! 


IV. 
For thee I languiſh all the day, 
For thee I hourly pine ; 


As flow'rs that want the chearing ſun, 
Their painted heads decline. 


V. 

Ah! why from my impatient eyes 
Doſt thou thy ſelf conceal, 

Whilſt I in vain, in lonely ſhades, 

My reſtleſs pain reveal ? 
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To Mr. WaTTs, on bis POEM 
facred to DEvoTION. 


I. 
O murmuring ſtreams in tender (rains, 
My penſive muſe no more 
Of love's inchanting force complains, 
Along the flow'ry ſhore. 


1 
No more Mirtillo's fatal face, 


My quiet breaſt alarms, 
- Bis eyes, his air, and youthful grace 


Have loſt their uſual charms. 


III. 
No gay Alexis in the grove 
Shall be my future theme; 
I burn with an immortal love, 
And ſing a purer flame. þ 2 
| IV. | 
Seraphic heights I ſeem to gain, | = 
And ſacred tranſports feel ; 
While, Warrs, to thy celeſtial ſtrain 
Surpriz'd I liſten ſtill. 
5 
The gliding ſtreams their courſe forbear, 
When I thy lays repeat; 
The bending forelt lends an ear, 
The birds their notes forget. 


© 
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VI. 
With ſuch a grateful harmony 
Thy numbers ſtill prolong, 
And let remoteſt lands reply, 
And echo to thy ſong, 
VII. 
Far as the diſtant regions where 
The beauteous morning ſprings, 
And ſcatters odours thro? the air 
From her reſplendent wings; 


X VIII. 
Unto the new- found realms which ſee 
The latter ſun ariſe, 
When with an eaſy progreſs he 
Rolls down the nether ſkies. 
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O lead me to ſome ſolitary gloom, 


Where no enliv'ning beams, nor chearful echoes 
come; 


But filent all, and duſky let it be, 

Remote and unfrequented, but by me; 
Myſterious, cloſe, and ſullen as that grief, 
Which leads me to its covert for relief. 

Far from the buſy world's deteſted noiſe, 
Its wretched pleaſures, and diſtracted joys; 
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Far from the jolly fools, who laugh, and play, 
And dance, and fing, impertinently gay, 
Their ſhort, ineſtimable hours away; 

Far from the ſtudious follies of the great, 

The tireſome farce of ceremonious ſtate : 
There, in a melting, ſolemn, dying ftrain, 
Let me, all day, upon my lyre complain, 
And wind up all its ſoft, harmonious ſtrings, 
To noble, ſerious, melancholy things. 

And let no human foot, but mine, e'er trace 
The cloſe receſſes of the ſacred place: 

Nor let a bird of chearful note come near, 

To whiſper out his airy raptures here. 

Only the penſive ſongſtreſs of the grove, 

Let her, by mine, her mournful notes improve; 
While drooping winds among the branches ſigh, 
And ſluggiſh waters heavily roll by. 

Here, to my fatal ſorrows let me give 

The ſhort remaining hours I have to live, 
Then, with a ſullen, deep fetch'd groan expire, 
And to the grave's dark ſolitude retire. 


To CLEONE. 


ROM the bright realms, and happy fields —_ 
The ſeats of pleaſure, and immortal love; 

Where joys no more on airy chance depend, 

All health to thee from thoſe gay climes I ſend! 

For thee my tender paſſion is the ſame, 

Nor death it ſelf has quench'd the noble flame; 


For 
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or charms like thine for ever fix the mind, 
1d with eternal obligations bind, 
nd when kind fate ſhall, my Cleone free 
Wi rom the dull fetters of mortality, 
u neet thy parting ſoul, and guide my fair 
6 | triumph, thro” the lightſome fields of air ; 
WT il! thou ſhalt gain the bliſsful ſeats and bow'rs, 
= ſhining plains deck'd with unfading flow'rs, 
ere nobler heights our friendſhip ſhall improve, ? 


Wor flames, like ours, bright ſpirits feel above, 

Yad tune their golden harps to the ſoft notes of love. 
Hoe ſacred ſubje& ſwells each heav'nly breaſt, 

ad in their looks its tranſports are expreſt. 


MO to DOC Jo NCI CI 
To CLORINDA. ME 


IS not Clorinda's noble air, 
Her ſhape, nor lovely eyes, 
(Tho* matchleſs all, exact and fair) 
That thus our hearts ſurprize. 


SHE by ſome mightier pow'r invades, 
And triumphs o'er our ſouls; 

At once with ſofteſt art perſuades, 
And with bold force controuls. 


T's in Clringa's charming mind, 
The ſweet attraction lies; ; 
There all that fire and life we find, 


Which ſparkles in her eyes, 
Vor. I. E 


In 
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Ix her a thouſand graces ſhine, 
That might our envy move ; 
Which yet our thoughts alone incline 
T' oblige, admire, and love. 


r 
weer 


E Lord is my defence and guide, 
My wants are by his care ſupply'd: 
He leads me to refreſhing ſhades, 
Thro? verdant plains, and flow'ry meads ; 
And there ſecurely makes me lie, 
Near filver currents rolling by. 
To guide my erring feet aright, 
He gilds my paths with ſacred light; 
And to his own immortal praiſe, 
Conducts me in his perfect ways. 
In death's uncomfortable ſhade, 
No terror can my ſoul invade: 
While he, my ſtrong defence, i is near, 
His preſence ſcatters all deſpair. 
My ſpiteful foes, with envy, ſee 
His plenteous table ſpread for me: 
My cup o'erflows with ſparkling wine, 
With fragrant oils my temples ſhine. 
Since God hath wond'rous mercies ſhew'd, 


And crown'd my ſmiling years with good; 


e 
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The life he graciouſly prolongs, 
Shall be employ'd in grateful ſongs; 
My voice in lofty hymns Þ ll raiſe, 
And in his temple ſpend my days. 


ERXERERERERERESNINREREL 


On the death of the honourable HenRy 


THYNNE, E/q; only ſon of the r1ght 
honourable THOMAS, Lord Viſ count 


WEYMOUTH. 


E ſtately buildings, and ye fair retreats, 
That lately ſeem'd of guiltleſs joys the ſeats; 
You groves, and beauteovs gardens, where we find 
Some graceful tracts of Yeymouth's active mind; 
Put off your chearful looks, and blooming air, 
And wear a proſpect ſuited to deſpair ; 
Such as the melancholy muſe requires, . 
When fun'ral grief the mournful ſong inſpires, 
The muſes here Amyntas ſhould deplore, 
Who viſits theſe delightful walks no more. 


The noble youth, adorn'd with ev'ry grace, 


The boaſted hope and glory of his race, 
No more ſhall theſe inviting ſhades frequent; 
What merit can the fatal hour prevent ? 


LaMENT, ye gloomy grotts, and charming bow'rs, 


Pine at your roots, ye various plants and flow'rs : 
E 2 Decay'd 
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Decay'd may all your painted bloſſoms fall, 

Nor let the genial ray your life recall ; 

Nor e'er again your gentle tribute bring, 
(Gay nature's pride) to crown the fragrant ſpring : 
Tho? in her prime the lovely ſeaſon here, 
"Till now, has triumph'd round the changing year; 
And blooming ſtill the wintry turns defy'd, 
Nor blaſtng air, nor nipping froſt has try d; 
While the glad ſun ev'n linger'd in his race, 
And bleſt with conſtant ſmiles the happy place. 


Vr tender myrtles mourn, nor let your boughs 
Hereafter deck one-joyful lover's brows. 
Ye folding bays, and laurel's ſacred ſhade, 
At once let all your wreathing glories fade. 
May raging tempeſts in the grove contend, 
And from the ftately firs the branches rend: 
Nor let their ſhade receive their feather*d throng, 
Which chear the ev'ning with their tuneful ſong ; 
Nor ever here let balmy Zephyr: ſtray, 
And with their fragrant breath perfume the op'ning day. 


* Ye ſvelling fountains, be for ever dry, 

Or far from theſe unhappy borders fly, 

Nor let the ſkill of any daring hand, 

To grace theſe walks your dancing ſpouts-command ; 
Nor ſportive Tyitons from their native coarſe. 

Aloft in air the ſilver currents force; i 
While deep-caſcades the-muſing thought delight, 
And ruſhing waves to ſoft repoſe invite. 


ay. 


| The forms of heroes, and poetic gods, 
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LET the proud pedeſtals no longer prop 
Their marble loads, but into ruins drop; 


But ill become theſe deſolate abodes: 

Amyntas is no more; who beſt could trace 

Their fine proportions, judge of ev'ry grace, | c 
The ſpeaking geſture, and pathetic face, 

Whatever air a noble thought expreſt, 

An image met in his own gen'rous breaſt, 

Nor ſculpture, nor heroic numbers told 

A great deſign, or glorious name inroll'd, 

But mov'd in him an emulating flame; 

And had occaſion try'd, his deeds had been the ſame. 


AccomPLisn'D youth; why waſt thou ſaarch'd away ? 
A thouſand lives ſhould have redeem'd thy ſtay. 
Muſt worth, like thine, ſo ſhort a period find, 
And leave ſo many uſeleſs things behind, 
Unthinking forms, the burthen of the ate 
While a whole nation ſuffers in thy fate ? 


ICTORIOUS Love, thou ſacred myſtery! 
What muſe in mortal ſtrains can ſpeak of thee ? 
We feel th' effect, and own thy force divine, 

But vainly would the glorious cauſe define, 

E 3 In 
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In part, thy pow'r in theſe cold realms is known; 
But in the bleſt celeſtial ſeats alone, . 
Thy triumphs in their ſplendid heights are ſhowa, 
Thy gentle torch, with a propitious light ; 

And ſpotleſs flame, burns there for ever bright. 
Expreſsleſs pleaſure, and tranſporting grace, 

With laſting beauty, ſhine upon thy face. 

By ev'ry tongue thy charms are there confeſt, 

And kindle joys in ev'ry heav'nly breaſt: 

For thee they touch the ſoft, melodious ſtring, ! 


And Love in glad triumphant accents ſing, 
Almighty Love, whence all their raptures ſpring, 
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REVELATION, Chap. xvi. 


LREADY from before the ſacred throne 
The ſev'n avenging miniſters are gone; 
Charz'd with the laſt great plagues behold they ſtand, 
With each his various miſchief in his hand: 
Sev'n trumpets give the ſ'gn, at ev'ry call, 
In order they the wrathful dregs let fall. 


AryRrELvUDE ſounds: The firſt his vial pours 
Amidſt the air, enſu'd by ſulph'rous ſhow'rs ; 
While from their caves portentous tempeſts riſe, 
And pitchy clouds obſcure the angry ſkies. 


Tux ſound again; the ocean's briny flood 
[| The ſecond vial turns to ſtreaming blood: 


Again; 
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gain! and lo! a burning comet takes 

rs downward way, and drinks the freſher lakes; 

W The lakes, the ſwelling ſprings, and running ſtreams, 
Are all a prey to its malignant beams. 


Eis ſignal now the fourth great angel takes, 
And o'er the ſun a livid venom ſhakes ; 

W [ts beauteous orb a bloody tincture wears, 
And with a fierce malignant horror glares : 
he ſilver moon reſigns her trembling ray, 

W While all the faint nocturnal lights decay. 


AxoTHER cchoing clangor ſhakes the ſky ; 
And open wide th' infernal portals fly, 
E Revealing all the diſmal realms below, 
Tze dens of night, and ſeats of endleſs woe; 
8 Aſcending ſmoke pollutes the ſickly air, 
While ruddy flames amidſt the darkneſs glare. 


Nov the ſixth trumpet's direful ſounds ſucceed ; 
And from their adamantine fetters freed, 

Tze raging fiends from long confinement come, 

Wich monſtrous ſhapes in open air to roam: | 

A gloomy hoſt: in terrible array 

W They march along; pale horror leads the way, 

And in its ghaſtlieſt form before them walks; 

Behind them empty deſolation ſtalks. 


Tas ſer'nth ſhrill trumpet utters now its voice, 
W Thro' earth and hell reſounds the dreadful noiſe : 

& © Ariſe, ye dead, ariſe to judgment! come, 
And take, according to your works, your doom !? 


E 4 „ 
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T n* extended fkies are rent "2 pole to pole, 
The lightnings flaſh, the final thunders roll, 
The graves divide, the ſtartled dead awake, 
And hov'ring ſouls their former manſions take. 


A PASTORAL. 


Inſcrib'd to Mrs. Fx ANCES WORSLEY, 
[Now the right honourable the Lady 
CARTERET. | 


YLY/ I A, the pride of all the rural train, 
By Celadon was lov'd, but lov'd in vain. 
His graceful form by nature ſeemꝰd deſign'd 
To charm the niceſt of the beauteous kind. 
With vain Narciffas in his blooming pride, 
Or Hyacinth, the ſhepherd might have vy'd. 
He danc'd not Paris with à nobler mien, 
On Xantbus borders trae'd the level green. 
Tuneful his voice but Pr, lov'd in vain, 
Nor met ſucceſs with his immortal ſtrain: 
More wild than Daphne, o'er the flow'ry mead, 
Coy Sylvia her intreating lover fled. 
Nor could his melting numbers once prevail 
To gain attention to his am'rous tale; 
Till mov'd with pity for his reſtleſs care, 
Her fellow nymphs detain the flying fair; 


Intreated 
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Intreated half, and half compell'd her ſtay; 
Beneath a ſhade that ſkreen'd the burning ray 0 
They ſit; their bleating flocks around them ſtray:- J 
While thus th* unhappy youth, in mournful ſtrains, 

Of his ungrateful ſhepherdeſs complains. 


RETURNING fprings the faded year renew, 
And ſummer gales the wintry ſtorms enſue ; 
But no viciſſitude of joy I prove, 
No change of ſeaſon to my hopeleſs love. 
The falling ſun in weſtern ſhades declines, 
Refreſh'd again the purple morning ſhines ; yr 
But no kind ſmiles with dawning rays appear 
In Sy/via's eyes, my gloomy breaſt to chear. 


TE filver moon wheels her pale courſe above, 
And midnight ſtars in folemn order move, 
Envy itſelf, and faction find repole ; 
While no relief my wilder paſſion knows: 
Or if diforder'd ſlumbers eloſe mine eyes, 
Coy Sylvia. ſtill before my fancy flies ; 
Thro' duſky groves and vales I ſeeem to trace 
Her fleeting form, that mocks my fond embrace; 
I wake to new deſpair, and tell my pain 
To whiſp'ring winds and founding rocks in vain :. 
Yet theſe, relentleſs fair, more kind than thee, 
In ſighing echoes ſeem to plead for me. 
Gay nature now to gentler thoughts invites, 
And the fair ſeaſon calls for ſoft delights ; 
The vig'rous ſun ſmiles on the fruitful earth, 
And gives a thouſand beauteous floy”rs their birth; 
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'The conſcious trees their verdant branches ſpread, 
Inviting lovers to their friendly ſhade : 

Theſe ſcenes were made for love; each whiſp'ring ſtream, 
And painted vale require the tender theme. 

Love triumphs here, and on the peaceful plains 

The gentle god his empire ſtill maintains 

The buſy city's reſtleſe noiſe he ſnuns, 

And far from factious courts affrighted runs ; 

Hither his quiver, and his torch he brings, 


And hov'ring round the air with downy wings, 
Among the ſwains his ſportive darts he flings. 


Tu' immortal race oft ſeek the calm retreats, 
And for their pleaſures chuſe the rural ſeats. 
In the Sabæan groves, and Cyprian bow'rs 
The queen of beauty ſpent her ſofteſt hours : 
The fair Aurora too, a nymph divine, 
With roſy cheeks, and ſparkling eyes like thine, 
But gentler far; on Hæmus dewy head 
Purſu'd a youth, who her embraces fled. 
Diana's ſeli, thy boaſted goddeſs, lov'd, 
Nor ſtill, like thee, inflexible has prov'd : 
Mæander's winding banks, and Lycus? ſhore 
Have heard her oft her rig'rous fate deplore ; 
| The Carian hills were witneſs to her grief, 
- | There wand'ring round, ſhe vainly ſought relief; 
5 Nor roves a ſavage huntreſs as before, 
Her hand a pointed jav'lin ſhakes no more, 
While thro? the woods ſhe tracks the foaming. boar. 
To diff'rent cares her thoughts were now confin'd, 
Endymicn's image had poſſeſt her mind. 
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On Latmes top the lovely youth ſhe found, 
Gently reclin'd upon the verdant ground, 

His ſenſes all in balmy ſlumbers drown'd. 
Not young Adonis ever look'd more fair; 

An am'rous breeze plays with his careleſs hair; 
The virgin goddeſs fix'd her wond'ring ſight ; 
Above her own tranſparent orb rolPd bright, 
And all the ſtars lent their officious light. 


She views his blooming charms with fond ſurprize, 


Unuſual tranſports in her boſom riſe ; 

An unaccuſtom'd wiſh her breaſt inſpires ; 

And now ſhe checks, now ſooths her wild deſires, 
Approaches ſoftly now, and now retires :. 

At laſt reſolv'd, a modeſt kiſs ſhe ſteals, 

While Venus laughing, all the theft reveals. 


Tu us gods and men to Lowe's imperial ſway 
Submit, and his reſiſtleſs laws obey: : 
And truſt me, via, ſome propitious hour 
Shall yet arrive, when thou ſhalt feel his pow'r. 


Tur ſhepherd ceas'd, the nymphs his numbers praiſe; 


Ev'n Sy/via, ſoften'd by his melting lays, 
Returns a fmile ; then with a decent pride | 
Retices, and ſtrives her alter'd thoughts-to.hide, . 
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An EPISTLE. 


AIR Chloe, leave the noiſy town, and try 
What artleſs ſweets the country ſcenes ſupply : 

While the young year in all its pride invites, 
And promiſes a thouſand gay delights ; 
While the glad ſun his faireſt light diſplays, 
And op'ning bloſſoms court his chearful rays. 
The nymphs for thee ſhall deck ſome rural bow'r 
With every verdant branch and painted flow'r; 
To thee the ſwains full canifters ſhall bring, 
Of all the fragrant treaſures of the ſpring : 
While ſome young ſhepherd in the ſounding prove 
Shall tune his reed for thee to ſtrains of love. 
Nor from the ſoft, inchanting accents run, 
For who the pleafing charms of love would ſhun ; 
Such love as in theſe guiltleſs ſeats is known, 
Such as a ſtate of innocence*might own. . , 
No fraads, no treach'rous arts are practis'd here. 

No perjur'd vows deluded virgins fear. 
The gentle god with mild indulgence ſways, 
And ev*ry willing heart his laws obeys. 


How your ſoft ſcenes the tender flame improve, 
And melt the thoughts, and turn the foul to love! 
Twas here Mirtillo's charms my boſom fir'd, 

While all the gods th* am'rous youth inſpir'd; 


AT hail, ye fields and ev'ry happy grove ! | 


Divine 
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Divine his art, prevailing was his tongue, "TI 
While in the ſhades the ſkilful ſhepherd ſang; 

On downy wings young Zephyr: took the ſound, 
And chear'd the plains, and all the valleys round : 
The lin ring ſtreams were conſcious of his flame, 
And ev'ry grove acquainted with my name. 

No nymph but envy'd me Mirtillo's praiſe, 

For I had all his vows and tender lays. 

Nor could ſuch truth and merit plead in vain, 
I heard his ſighs, and pity'd all his pain; 

While Venus ſmil'd propitious from above, 

And crown'd our yows, and bleſt our mutual love. 
May profp'rous fates attend the happy day, 

And circling joys for ever make it gay ! 

From thence we date our bliſs, and ſtill improve 
Our ſoft delights, as thro? the woods we rove: 

In flow'ry meadows, groves, and fragrant bow'rs,. 
Serene and free, we ſpend the lightſome hours, 


TR us live the Dryads, thus the ſacred race 
That haunt the valleys, and the fountains grace; 
The rural ſcenes indulge their warm defires, 
Heighten their joys, and feed immortal fires. 
Diana, who in heav'n could guard her breaſt, 
In Latmos flow'ry fields the god confeſt. 
No name, but his, among the ſwains is known, 
Superior Love is all the pow'r they own; 
Their willing tribute to his ſhrine they bring, 3 
Turtles, and lambs, and all the blooming ſpring, f 
While to their tuneful harps his praiſe they ſing. 
Young Zephyrs bear the charming accents round, 
And rocks and moſly caves retain the ſound ; 

Tigers 
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Tigers and wolves grow wild, the tim'rous fawns, 
Undaunted, ſkip along the open lawns ; 
Roſes and myrtles bloom, the am'rous doves, 
And all the warbling chorus own their loves : 
The nodding groves, and falling floods reply, 
And all confeſs the powerful deity. 


The CONFLAGRATION. 


. 


3 
UPINE as men before the deluge lay, 
In melting joys and luxury diſſolv'd, 
Till ſwift deſtruction ſwept them all away, 
The ſtupid world will then be found; 
In all licentiouſneſs and ſin involv'd, 
When loud to judgment the laſt trumpets ſound. 
Then time ſhall be no more, 
Nor months and years proportion'd by the ſun ; 
Which ne'er again ſhall run, 
With vig'rous pride, the ſhining zodiac o'er. 
| II. 
A ſudden change the living ſnall tranſlate 
To an immortal from a mortal ſtate : 
While thoſe that lumber in the grave awake 
In crowds, their former vehicles to take, 
Indu'd with principles that may ſuſtain 
Celeſtial pleaſure, or infernal pain. 
III. And 
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III. 
Ax op now begins the univerſal wreck; 
The wheels of nature ſtand, or change their courſe, 
And backward hurrying. with diforder'd force, 
The long eſtabliſh'd laws of motion break. 
The refluent rivers to their fountains run. 
Their antient paths and well-known channels un. 
The ſeas their ſandy banks deride, 
And know their bounds no more, 
Againſt the rocks, with ſtormy pride, 
The angry billows roar: 
Now ſwelling, like tranſparent mounts appear, 
Which to the clouds their lofty ſummits rear, 
And mingle with tie virgin waters there: 
Here, like the mouth of hell, vaſt whirlpools yawn, 
And down the rapid gulph whole floods and iſles are 
drawn. 


IV. 
ProD1G10Us thunders ſhake the ſky, 
As from their cells with elam'rous rage they break; 
Prodigious lightnings kindle as they fly, 
And trace the clouds with many a fiery ſtreak : 
While in the darken'd air 
With horrid beams malignant comets glare, 
Encountring tempeſts ſtrive, 
Which mighty winds acroſs each other drive; 
Loos'd from the ſpacious cavities below, 


From all the adverſe points of heav'n they blow, 
And murmur from afar with ſtormy ſound ; 


While burning bolts and hailſtones rake the ground. 
Reſiſtleſs whirlwinds bluſter here and there, 


Trees from their roots, ſtones from their rocks they tear. 
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Tux central fire within its priſon raves, 
And all the globe with ſtrong concuſſions ſhakes, 
As from its urn in ſulph'rous waves 
The dreadful element breaks ; 
Thro' all the gloomy vaults around it flows, 
Thro' ev'ry cleft and winding fiſſure glows, 
And wild excurfions makes: 
Its courſe no ſubterranean damps oppoſe, 
From vein to vein the active particles take fire, 
And towards the ſurface of the globe aſpire ; 
Whole groves, and hills, and buildings undermine, . 
Whole groves, and hills, and palaces drop in-; 
Wide gapes the direful gulph, and where 
Tall mountains ftood, prodigious chaſms appear. 
With wilder fury here 
The fierce materials outward ruſh, 
And where, ev'n now, a leyel plain was ſpread, 
Vaſt rocks and frowning ſteeps erect their hideous head; 
From whoſe dark entrails livid torrents guſh, 
And glowing cat'racts ſpont ; 
Like Ætna now the new Volcano roars, 
Unwieldly ſtones, and burning eragge throws out, 


With ſhow'rs of ſand, and ſeas of melted ores. 


VI. 
While louder till on high the trumpets ſound, 
And reach the dreary kingdoms under ground, 
Hell's deep foundations the ſtrange echoes ſhake, 
With terrors fill each raging fiend, 
The earth with ſtrong concuſſions rend, 
And wide diſcloſe the vaſt infernal lake, 


With 
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With all the execrable dens below, 

The dwellings of unutterable woe. 

Thick ſteams from the unbottom'd gulph aniſe, 
And blacken all the ſkies : | 

The ſtartled ſun winks at the horrid ſight, 

And robs the moon of all her filyer light : 

While ev'ry gay, ethereal flame expires, 

Or to its firſt original retires. 

Now mightier pangs the whole creation feels; 

Each planet from its ſhatter'd axis reels, | 

And orbs immenfe on orbs immenſe drop down, 

Like ſcatt'ring leaves from off their branches blown. 


VII. 
AGain the great archangel's ſummons fly 

Thro? earth, thro! hell, and all the ample vaults on high. 
Wide fly the portals of eternal day, 

To give the King of glory way: 

And lo! the Son of God deſcends, 
Heav'n's everlaſting frame beneath him bends ; 

On louring clouds he fits enthron'd, 
Whence ruddy flames, and pointed lightnings play, 
And bellowing thunders with ſhrill voices found : 
To judge the world he comes with awful tate, 
Ten thouſand times ten thouſand on him wait, 

Cherub and feraphim, 

With mighty chiefs, and ſplendid dignities, 

Dominions, potentates and pow'rs, 
Of heav'nly thrones the num'rous regencies. 

And (if a muſe might dare 
Things ſo extremely diſtant to compare) 
Like Heſperus leading on the countleſs ſtars, 
The God before his radiant train appears; 

Divine 
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Divine his form, ineffable his air, 

At once benignant, ſolemn, and ſevere; 
Around him dart refulgent beams, 
And from his eyes approachleſs glory ſtreams, 


VIII. 

Tux waters fee, and downward fink, 
The mountains melt like wax before the fire, 
The folding heav'ns together ſhrink, 

And with a mighty noiſe the claſhing orbs retire. 

Deſpairing, trembling, mad, the vitious fly, 
And to the falling rocks for ſhelter cry; 
To hell's impenetrable ſhades would run, 
The face of their vindictive judge to ſhun. 
The ſhudd'ring fiends t'avoid his fight, 
Beneath the burning deeps would hide; 
Unable now to bear celeſtial light, 
Or the reſplendence of his looks abide, 


| IX, 
Unxmov'p alone the virtuous now appear, 

And in their looks a calm aſſurance wear, 

Nor hell, nor all its horrors fear. 
From eaſt, from weft, from north} and ſouth they come, 
To take from the moſt righteous judge their doom; 
Who thus to them, with a ſerene regard; 

(The books of life before him laid, 
And all the ſecret records wide diſplay'd) 
According to your works be your reward; 
As my reproach and croſs you did not fear, 
To men and angels I approve you here; 
« Poſſeſs immortal kingdoms as your due, 
* Prepar'd from an eternal date for you.“ 
| | X. Tas 
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X. 

Taz glitt'ring legions ſhout above, 
And down ten thouſand heav'nly guardians fly, 
T' attend their joyful charges to the ſky : 
And upward now with wond*rous pomp they move, 
Melodious welcomes they receive on high, 
With ſhining robes, victorious palms and crowns, 
Celeſtial dignities, and everlaſting thrones ; 
While beauty, life, and joy, with love divine, 
Break from their eyes, and on their faces ſhine. 


XI. 

T u' apoſtate ſpirits rage, as when they fell 
From off th' ethereal battlements to hell, 
To ſee the humble race of man ſupply 
Their once illuſtrious ſtations in the ſky. 
The ſinners gnaſh their teeth for envy too; 
To whom thus ſpeaks the wrathſul Deity. 

* From me, accurſt! for ever go, 
And dwell with endleſs burnings, endleſs night and 

woe. ; 

In vain in your adverſity you cry, 
_ © Inexorable to your cries I'll be, 
* As you were once to me,” 


XII. 
Lik E ſtings theſe fatal accents wound, 

And all the wretched finners pleas confound ; 
Oppreſt with ſhame, confuſion and deſpair, 
They fink, nor can the heavy judgment bear, 
Th' unfathom'd deep to ſwallow them gapes wide ; ; 

And now without controul 

The fiery ſurges roll, 
And hell extends itſelf on ev'ry fide ; 

Where 
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Where, without intermiſſion, without end, 
Howling and lamentations loud aſcend; 

With flames and helliſh ſmother, which appear 
To form about the globe a dreadful atmoſphere. 


| XIII. | 
War vice was profp*rous, virtue why diſtreſt, 
With all the deep. writ ſenſe, 
The dark myſterious ways of providence, 
To men aud angels now are manifeſt. 


A LAPLANDER's ſong to his miſtreſs. 


I. 1 iq 
H INE out, reſplendent God of day, 
On my fair Orramezs ; 
Her charms thy moſt propitious ray, 
And kindeſt looks allure. 
WEE 
Ix mountain, vale, or gloomy grove, 
I'd climb the talleſt tree, 
Could I from thence my abſent love, 
My charming rover ſee, 
HE 
I' p venture on a riſing cloud, 
Aloſt in yielding air; 
From that exalted ſtation proud, 
To view the ſmiling fair. 


IV. Snourls? 


PoE M's vn ſeveral occaſions. 


IV- 
SuovuLD ſhe in ſome ſequeſter'd bow'r, 
Among the branches hide, 
Pd tear off ev'ry leaf and flow'r, 
*T1ll there ſhe was deſcry'd. 


V. 
From ev'ry bird I'd ſteal a wing 
To Orramoor to fly; 
And urg'd by love, would ſwiftly ſpring 
Along the lightſome ſky, 
VI. 
RETVRN, and bleſs me with thy charms, 
While yet the ſun diſplays 
His faireſt beams, and kindly warms 
Us with his vital rays. 
VII. 
RETURYN before that light be gone, 
In which thou ſhouldit appear 
Unwelcome night is haſt'ning on 
To darken half the ycer. 
VIII. 
In vain, relentleſs maid, in vain 
Thou doſt a youth forſake, 
Whoſe love ſhall quickly o'er the plain, 
Thy favage flight o'ertake. 
IX, 
SHOULD bars of ſteel my paſſage ſtay, 
They could not thee ſecure : 
I'd thro' anchantments find a way 
To feize.my Orrameor. 


* 
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AHYN of thanks, 
On my recovery from the SMALL-Pox, 


J. | 
Y God, my great deliv'rer, and my truſt, 
My life, my love, and ev'ry tender name 
That makes my gratitude and homage juſt ; 
Let heav'nly ardor all my ſoul inflame 


II. : 
To thee my muſe ſome tuneful gift would bring, 
And humbly conſecrate her nobleſt verſe; 
Fain would ſhe touch, for thee, her ſweeteſt ſtring, 
And in immortal fimins thy love rehearſe. 


9 III. 
Bur oh! what words of men can reach the theme? 
What human eloquence expreſs thy praiſe ? 
Immenſe thy pow'r, unſpeakable thy name, 

Thy throne ſurrounded with majeſtic rays. 

. IV. 
Ver let my graceful zeal accepted prove, 
Since weak mortality can give no more : 
I cannot ſpeak, *tis true, but I can love, 
I love, and what I cannot praiſe, adore. 
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The HYMN of the three eaſtern MAI, 


adoring our Saviour at his nativity. 


ROM thoſe bleſſed regions where the ſun diſplays 


His blooming light, and ſpreads his earlieſt rays; 
Where fragrant groves for ſacred incenſe ſpring, 
To thee, great Son of God, our zealous vows we bring. 


Ha 1 L, mighty infant, offspring of the ſkies? 
Celeſtial glory lightens in thy eyes; 
Thy ſmiles preſage immeaſurable grace, 
And ſcenes of paradiſe are open'd in thy face. 


Mok r than the race of man ſurprizing fair! 


More lovely than thy own propitious ſtar ! 
When firſt its chearful luſtre b!#ſ our ſight, 
Grac'd with ſuperior beams, and well diſtinguiſh'd light. 


Tu ſun it's conqu'ring glories met by day, 
And fac'd his rival with a fainter ray; 
In golden robes, amidſt the ſhades it blaz'd 
While night, with all her eyes, on the fair ſtranger gaz'd, 


To rich Judta ſtill it led the way, 
And hov'ring where th' immortal infant lay; 
With darting beams it gilds the bleſt abode, 
And to our longing eyes reveal'd th' unqueſtion'd God. 
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Won thus with pure devotion we adore, 
And freely offer all our coſtly tore ; 


Gold, us a tribute to the new-bornking, - 
And cents! to the God, with — — we like. 
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And all her ſplendid monarchs kneel to thee. 


The ſun no more, in folding clouds array'd, 


Shall mourn the impious honours to his andre + if 


' APIS ſhall ceaſe to bellow- thro? the cronds.-. 


With gilded horns, and flow'ry garlands proud; 
Pant bea's coſtly gums ſhall ſmoke no more 


To gods of monſtrous fhape, on Ni{'s polluted hore, 


Bur thou ſhalt riſe in fame, illuſtrious child, 
Of all mankind the GAY Reverner ſtyl'd; 
A God in ev'ry language known and bleſt, 
By every bending ns vi and ev tongue con- 
fels'd. 


TEMPLES to thee with gilded ſoires ſhall riſe, 
And clouds of fragrant incenſe ſhade the ſkies : 
In lofty hymns, and * verſe, 


. Succeeding times ſhall ſpeak thy fun and: hy great 


4 name et. 


A * Þ thee, unblemiſh'd maid, divinely fair, 
Whoſe tender arms th*eternal monarch bear : 
Thrice happy thee poſterity ſhall call, e 
Pride of thy lovely ſex, and grac'd above them all. 


A PASTORAL 


On- 


eat 


A I, 
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APASTORA L. 


In imitation of DRayToN's ſecond Nymphal. 


LEON and Lycidas were jolly ſwains, 


Their worth diſtinguiſh'd on th* Arcadian plains. - 


Cleon, a hardy youth, on mountains bred, 

O'er craggy rocks his browzing goats he led; 

At rural feſtivals he ſtill appear'd, 

A challenger in ev'ry combat fear'd: 

For none like him the weighty ſledge could throw, 
Or manage with more dextrous art the bow; 

In wreſtling ſkill'd, and foremoſt in the race, 
Advent'rous ſtill, and eager for the chace; 

Thro' ſavage woods, o'er hills with ſummits hoar, 
Arm'd with a ſpear, he trac'd the tuſky boar, 


Bur Lycidas among the nymphs was bred, 
The flow'ry vales he ſought, and verdant mead, 
And there, by curling ſtreams, his flocks were fed. 
His goodly ſtature, and well-featur'd face, 

Of ev'ry ſnepherdeſs obtain'd the grace. 

His flaxen hair, in'ringlets from his crown, 
Beneath his ſhoulders carleſsly hung down. 
Whene'er he danc'd, Apollo's ſelf was ſeen, 
In the proportion'd ſtep, and graceful mien; 
He ſpoke ſo fine, ſo artfully he ſung, 

None but Myrtil/a could reſiſt his tongue. 
Vor. I. F 


; 


No 
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No charms but her's his numbers could inſpire: 
The nymph was fam'd, a ſylvan god her fire. 

Her mother of the Naiads beauteous race; 

From her ſhe took the ſweetneſs of her face, 

Not Venus felf could boaſt a face more fair, 

More roſy lips, or more inticing hair. 

Her blooming innocence, her lovely eyes, 

And perfect ſhape, did ev'ry heart ſurpriſe. 

Her voice cou'd ev'n a riſing torrent ſtay, 

A hungry lion's fierceſt rage allay, 

And keep the lift ning ſavage from his prey. 

The maid by gentle Lycidas was lov'd, 

Nor wilder Cleo lefs enamour'd prov'd, 

'The lovers both attend the uſual hour, 

That brought Myrtilla from her fragrant bow'r, 

To breath the balmy morning's pleaſant air; 

When full of warm defires the ſwains Prepare, 

With ſongs and promis'd gifts, to gain the fair, 


LYCIDAS. 

A sxowy lamb I've bred, ſo full of play, 
*T will entertain my ſhepherdeſs all day ; 
To thee, when hungry, it will bleat, as proud 
From thy fair hands alone to take its food; 
Then to expreſs its joy, with many abound 
AXd airy friſk, *twill ſeem to ſcorn the ground: 
And this, with all my future vows, are thine, 
If thou, for me, my rival wilt decline. 


CLEON. 
Mv proffers now, and artleſs language hear, 


And turn from his ſmooth tales thy liſt'ning ear. 


Fer 


. 
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For I can boaſt a kid more white than milk, 
And ſofter far than the Siberian ſilk; 
When'er you walk, *twill walk as gently by, 
And at your feet, when'er you fit, will lie; 
If o'er the plains you run with nimble pace, 
Twill ſkip along, and ſeem to urge the race: 
And this, bright maid, I frankly offer thee, 
To quit my rival, and to live with me. 


5 +$S&P = - 

Have you, indeed, ſuch valu'd things in ſtore, 
And never boaſted of your wealth before ? 
Your offers, gentle youths, I own moſt fair, 
And ſuch a kid or lamb are wond'rous rare. 
What virtue ſo ſevere, what maid ſo vain, 
Such lovers, and ſuch preſents to diſdain ? 
Yet Minx, my dog, I dare a wager lay, 
As many tricks as both of them ſhall play, 


* 
4 


LYCTD AS. 
Bur I two ſparrows will on thee beſtow, 

Their plumes unſoil'd, and white as falling ſnow ; 

Venus herſelf had warm'd them in her breaſt, 

Had her unlucky ſon but found the neſt. 

The ſprightly birds are bred ſo tame, they'll ſtand, 

And chirp, and ſweetly prattle on thy hand ; 

Wanton, among thy curling locks they'll creep, 

And, if permitted, in thy boſom ſleep. 


CLEON. 
FAIR nymph, his boaſted ſparrows do not mind, 
As good in ev'ry common buſh I'll find. 


F 2 But 


— 
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But I a pair of am'rous doves will bring, 

With ſhining plumes, and nicely checquer'd wing ; 
Their changing necks more various colours ſhow, 
Than Iris paints on the celeſtial bow; 

Should Cytherea on them caſt an eye, 

The birds ſhe'd with her golden apple buy. 


WM L:RYI LE & 4 te 
Wir n ſuch fine doves and ſparrows will you part 
Unthinking youths ! to gain a trifling heart ? 
On Venus, who ſo well their worth muſt know, 
The wondrous birds you'd better far beſtow : 
Your coſtly zeal the goddeſs may reward, 
And your ſoft vows propitiouſly regard. 


| LYCTID AS. 
To crown thy temples, garlands ll compoſe 
1 Of full-blown lillies, and the budding roſe; 
| With thoſe the golden hyacinth 11 twine, 
And bluſhing pinks, and purple vi'lets join ; 
| Frefh noſegays from the fields each day L'Il bring, 
Made up of all the ſweetneſs of the ſpring. | 


- CLEON. 
His wreaths and painted noſegays will decay, 
And loſe their proudeſt beauty in a day: 
But I've a gift which all his trifles mocks ; | 


As towards the beach I lately drove my flocks, 
Three coral-ſprigs I found among the rocks: 
Theſe nicely plac'd among thy braided hair, 
As little ornaments may ſerve my fair. 


N | MY R- 
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MYRTILL A. 

Wir n yellow hyacinths, pinks and vi lets blue, 
In garlands wreath'd, and painted noſegays too, 
With coral-ſprigs ſo deck'd, and wond'rous fine, 
A lady of the May I ſhall out-ſhine. 

But while I trim my braided locks ſo gay, 
And waſte in dreſſing half the fleeting day,“ | 
My flocks, I fear, would thus neglected, ſtray. c 


LC LCID AMS: :; 
As on Alphzus banks my ſheep were, fed, 
I form'd a little barge of bending reed ; - 
So cloſely wrought, and twiſted round the ſides, 
That on the dancing wave ſecure it rides ; 
In this, if thou wilt try the ſilver ſtream, 
Another ſea- born goddeſs thou ſhalt ſeem; 
While twelve white * with wreathing woodbines 
ty'd, 
| And taſſell'd low'rs, the "LEE pomp ſhall guide. 


CLEON. 
On yonder hill, with lofty foreſts crown'd, 

A nymph of bright Diana's train I found, 
Who from her ſiſters heedleſsly had ſtray'd ; 1 
And by a brutal Saryr ſeiz'd, the maid 
On her chaſte goddeſs call'd aloud for aid : 
to her ſuccour running, nimbly threw 
A bearded arrow, which the monſter ſlew. 
On me the grateful virgin would beſtow 
Her painted quiver, and her poliſh'd bow, 
The bow and gilded ſhafts thou may'ſt command, 
And both are worthy of Diana's hand- 

E 3 Thus 
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Thus arm'd, with me thou thro? the woods ſhalt rove, 
And ſeem another goddeſs of the grove. 


| |  _MYRTILL A. 
. Tu o ſavage woods to hunt wild beaſts with thee, 
| To love muſt needs a mighty motive be; 
| But I the dang'rous pleaſure dare not prove, 
| Eyn to be thought a goddeſs of the grove: 
1 Nor leſs I fear to try the promis'd boat, 
I And venture on the dancing waves to float. 
| I've no ambition o'er the floods to ride, 
Tho' drawn by ſwans, with wreathing woodbines ty'd: 
| Rather ſecure thro? peaceful vales I'd ſtray, 
| And watch my flocks in humble ſhades all day. 
| But if a tender thought could warm my breaſt, 
N In two ſuch worthy lovers I were bleſt; 
Whoſe merits with ſuch equal claims appear; 
That *twere ã · ñuſtice either to prefer; | 
| While both rejected, both muſt be content; 
1 And treated thus, you've nothing to repent, ö 
But that, like me, an hour you've idly ſpent. 


— 
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An. ODE Bravry. 


| [ ee 

| 5 TEAUTY, my ſoft tranſporting theme, 

| Aſſiſt my-muſe, and all my foul inflame ; 
With ev'ry grace, and ev'ry tender charm, 


Exalt my fancy, and my boſom warm, 
| Thou 
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Thou canſt the coldeſt breaſt inſpire 
- With ſacred rapture, and refin'd deſire: 
Not glory, friendſhip, wealth or liberty, 
Attra& and charm like thee. 

The prince, the ſwain, the tim'rous, and the brave, 
Thou, by a ſov'reign title, doſt inſlave: 
Thee, ev'n the ſaint and libertine obey, ; 
And uncontrouPd and boundleſs is thy ſway. 


II. 
B y thee the holy hermit fir'd, 
In ecſtacies ſublime, 
Far from the ſenſual crow'd retir'd, 
Spends all his happy time ; 
While ſmiling forms, and glorious viſions roll 
Uninterrupted thro? his raviſh'd ſoul, 


f III. 

No x human minds alone thy pow'r confeſs, 
A kind of homage brutes themſelves expreſs; 
Vanquiſh'd by thee, fierce lions quit their prey, 
And harmleſs o'er the Libyan deſarts ſtray. 

IV. | 
Wir n admiration, ecſtaſy, and love, 
Thou fil the num'rous ſhining worlds above: 
There are thy triumphs ſhown, 
For thee each heav'nly lyre is ſtrung; 
Thy force to no celeſtial breaſt unknown, 
Is the perpetual ſubject of their ſong. 
V. 3 
Tu E mighty Being whom we all adore, 
Immortal Beauty, owns thy pow'r: 


F 4 A whole 
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A whole eternity rol.'d on, 
| While with his own ſupreme perſections he 
| : Solac'd himſelf, immenſely bleſt in thee, 
| And pleas'd with the bright images which ſhone 
In his own beatific mind, 
Fe all things viſible by them deſign'd, 
And after thoſe complete ideas wrought. 
When from the black abyſs of night 
He drew the beauteous light, 
And comely order from confuſion brought; 
He rais'd the ſparkling arches of the ſkies, 
And bad the ſun in golden ſplendor riſe ; 
He gave the moon her ſilver blaze, 
And lent the glimm'ring ftars their rays. 
To him the morning owes her crimſon veſt ; 
His kill with fow'rs the ſmiling valleys dreſt, 
And cloatn'd with various furs the beait ; 
In ſhining ſcales he arm'd the finny race, 
And gave the painted birds their plum 7 grace. 
Nor here creation ceas'd ; 
With the great work th” almighty Maker pleas'd, 
Still from a brighter copy of his mind, 
He man with godlike faculties deſign'd: 
Surveying then the univerſe around, 


: 
J | 
TFT 


The univerſe his approbation found, 
In ev'ry part with perfect Beauty crown'd. 


„ 
! 
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JV. NUS, the beauteous offspring of the day, 
From thy bright orb dart one propitious ray; 

Awake the gentleſt paſſions in my breaſt, 

And be thy pow'r thro? all my ſoul confeſt. 
From faithleſs waves thou art but feign'd to riſe, 
Nor gloomy Saturn gave thee to the ſkies; 

No wanton crowds at Cyprus thee invok'd, 

Nor impious incenſe on thy altars ſmok'd. 


Divine thy lineage, thy reſplendent ſtar, 
With chearful glory glads the fields of air: 
From thee the ſweet, the fertile ſpirit flows, 
That (ſource of life) thro” total nature glows, 
And bids her jarring parts one beauteous ALL com- 
poſe. 


Tae poets juſlly would thy pomp diſplay, 
In dazzling triumph rolling o'er the ſea: 
While all the ranks of life, or ſenſe, that riſe 
In fields, or floods, or thro? the ſpacious ſkies, 
Confeſs the force of thy inſpiring flame, 

And pay their homage to thy mighty name. 
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To Mrs. ARA BELLA MARRO w, 
in the COUNTRY. 


HATE ER delights the verdant field, 
The grove, and moſſy fountain yield; 
Whate'er the gentle, blooming ſpring, | 
Or ſummer in their glory bring; 

Let them all conſpire to bleſs 

Belinda, in her ſoft receſs. 

All ye tuneful feather'd throng, 

Salute her in your artleſs ſong. 

Ye Zephyrs flying thro? the vales, 

Meet her with your fragrant gales, 

Ye purling brooks, indulge her ſleep, 

And gently by your borders creep. 

Whene'er ſhe wanders o'er the green, 
Let all Arcadia there be ſeen. | 

May the charming viſions riſe, 

That dance before the poet's eyes, 

When the ſolitary muſe 

Does rural ſhades its ſubje@ choſe ; 

While nymphs, like Stairs, adorn the ſcene, 
Graceful, like her's, their looks and mien. 


| 
| 
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Ye formal follies of the great, 


Nor e' er diſturb this peaceful ſeat, 
No ſound of faction hither fly, 
Ambition, hate, or jealouſy. 


Hence ye gilded toys of ſtate, 


No 
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No envious tattle enter here, 

That wrongs the innocent and fair: 
But let the graces and the loves 
Wander round theſe gentle groves, 
And baniſh from Belinda's breaſt, 
Whatever may her joys moleſt ; 
While here ſhe finds that ſoft repoſe, 
Which from virtue only flows. 


SANDED GEARED 


# PASTORAL. 


N vain my muſe would imitate the ſtrains 
Which charm'd the nymphs on Mindſor's verdant 
plains ; 
Where Pope, with wond”rous art in tuneful lays, 
Won from Apollo's hand immortal bays. 


Tur morning ſcarce appear'd, when Phillies roſe, 
And call'd Aminta from a ſhort repoſe ; 
With cautious ſteps they left the peaceful bow'r, 
Both, by appointment, choſe the ſilent hour; 
To tell, in rural ſtrains, their mutual care, 
And the ſoft ſecret of their breaſts to ſhare :. 
Securely ſeated near a purling ſtream, 
By turns they ſing, while love ſupplies the theme. 


PHILLTIS. 


Tae ſtarry lights above are ſcarce expir'd, 


And ſcarce the ſhades from open plains retir'd; 
| | The 


\ 
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The tuneful lark has hardly ſtretch'd her wing, 
And warbling linnets juſt begin to ſing ; 

Nor yet induſtrious bees their hives forſake, 

Nor ſkim the fiſh the ſurface of the lake. 


A MINT A. - 


Nox yet the flow'rs diſcloſe their various hue, 
1 But fold their leaves, oppreſt with hoary dew ; 
| Blue miſts around conceal the neighb'ring hills, 
1 And duſky fogs hang o'er the murm'ring rills; 
. While Zephyr faintly fighs among the trees, 
And moves the branches with a lazy breeze: 
No jovial pipe reſounds along the plains, 
Safe in their hamlets ſleep the drowſy ſwains. 


PHILLIS. 

For me Mirtillo fighs ; the charming youth 
Perſuades with ſo much eloquence and truth, 
Whene'er he talks, my flocks unhecded ſtray ; 
To hear him I could linger out the day, 
Vatir'd *till night, 'till all the ſtars were gone, 
Till o'er the eaſtern hills the moin came on. 


ASMINT A. 


For me Silvander pines, as full of truth, 
In ſecret too, perhaps, | love the youth; 
Yet treat him ill, while with diſſembled pride 
I mock his vows, his ſoft complaints deride ; 
And fly him ſwifter than a ſportive fawn 
Skips thro? the woods, and dances o'er the lawn. 


PHILL 11S. 
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PHILLIS. 
UxPRACT1S'D in the turns of female art, 
My looks declare the meaning of my heart; 
To own ſo juſt and innocent a flame, 
Can fix no blemiſh on a virgin's name: 
When firſt my lips the tender truth expreſs'd, 
A thouſand joys Mirtillo's eyes confeſs'd. 


AMINT A. 
No boaſting ſwain ſuch truths from me ſhall hear, 


Such words ſhall never reach S:ilvander's ear. 


With Thi/Ge once, his favour'd dog, I play'd, 
Which from his maſter thro' the woods had ſtray'd ;. 
Still on the path my watchful eyes | kept, 

When from the thicket the pleas'd owner ſtept; 

His ſmiling looks an inward joy confeſs'd, 

To find by me the darling dog careſs'd : 

Surpriz'd, from off my lap his dog I threw, 

And ſwift as lightning thro” the foreſt flew; 


PHIL-:L I $ 


Wuarene'tr Mirtillo's ſportive kid I find, 
With wreathing flaw'rs his twiſted horns I bind, 
And fondly ſtroke him in his maſter's ſight, 
Nor e'er abuſe the harmleſs thing in ſpight, g 
Or think the guiltleſs favour worth my flight. 


IAM INT A. 


Tu nymphs and ſwains Apollo's revels grac'd, 
In ſprightly dances the ſmooth green they trac'd ; 
Silvander begg'd I would his partner ſtand, 


| turn'd, and gave to Cerilas my hand. 
RPAHILLIS 


And Lycidas the favour to obtain. 


His preſent I rejected with diſdain, 
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PRILLIITS. 
I To Mirtille did my hand refuſe; 
But after that, no other ſwain would choſc : 
At Cynthia's revels Hylas ſtrove in vain, 


; AMINT 4d © 
A BASER Ex of the fineſt ruſhes wrought, 
With jeſs'min, pinks, and purple vi'lets fraught, | 
With modeſt zeal, to me S:/varder brought: 


And threw the fragrant treaſures on the plain, 

Soon as the youth retir'd, with wond'rous care 

I ſearch'd them round, nor would one bloſſom ſpare; 
With ſome, in wreaths, my curling locks I grac'd, 
And others nicely in my boſom plac'd. 


PHILLIS. 
FES NH ſprigs of myrtle oft my breaſt adorn, 
And roſes gather'd in a dewy morn, : 
Of all the garden's flow'ry riches, theſe 
Myriillo loves, and I his fancy pleaſe, 


AMINT A. 


SILFANDER told a ſecret in my ear, 
Which twice I made pretences not to hear; 
He nearer drew, invited to the bliſs, 
And in the am'rous whiſper ſtole a kiſs, 
My riſing bluſhes the bold theft reveal'd, 
Dorinda ſcarce from laughing out with-held: 
J left the ſhepherd, feign'd myſelf enrag'd, 
And with his rival in diſcourſe engag'd. ä 
2 PH II- 
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PHILLTS. 

In yonder bow'r I ſate, when tow'rds the place 
Mirti/lo haſten'd with a lever's pace; 
I feign'd myſelf to careleſs ſleep reſign'd, 
My head againſt a moſſy bank reclin'd ; | 
Approaching near, ſweet may thy flumbers be, 
He ſoftly cry'd, and all thy dreams of me 
I laugh'd, nor longer could conceal the cheat, 
But told the am'rous youth the fond deceit. 


AMINT A. 

Wu in the echoing vale Siluander plays, 
And on his reed performs the rural lays, 
Behind the ſhading trees I oft” retire, 
And undiſcover'd, the ſweet notes admire : 
But when in public I his number's heard, 
To his, unſkilful Egen's I prefer'd : 
Tho' with the ſwan's expiring melody, 
The cuckow's tireſome note as well may vye, 


4A 
PAL 4&4 TK 

WrarTEe'er Mirtilh dictates meets applauſe, 
His voice attention ſtill as midnight draws ; 
His voice more gentle than the ſummer's breeze, 
That mildly whiſpets thro” the trembling trees; 
Soft as the nightingale's complaining ſong, 
Or murm'ring currents as they roll along; 
Without diſguiſe the ſkilful youth I praiſe, 
Admire his numbers, and repeat his lays. 
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LXEXEXEXEREXEXEXEREX 
On the death of Mr. Taomas Rowe, 


N what ſoft language ſhall my thoughts get free, 
My dear Alexis, when I talk of thee ? 
Ye muſes, graces, all ye gentle train 
Of weeping loves, aſſiſt the penſive ſtrain ! 
But why ſhould-I implore your moving art? 
is but to ſpeak the dictates of my heart. 
And all that knew the charming youth will join 
Their friendly ſighs, and pious tears to mine: 
For all that knew his merit muſt confeſs, 
In grief for him there can be no exceſs. 


H1s ſoul was form'd to act each Glorious part 

Of life, unſtain'd with vanity, or art. 
No thought within his gen'rous mind had birth, 
But what he might have own'd to heav'n and earth. 
PraQtis'd by him, each virtue grew more bright, 
And ſhone with more than its own native light. 
Whatever noble warmth could recommend 
The juſt, the active, and the conſtant friend 

® Was all his own but oh! a dearer name, 
And fofter ties my endleſs ſorrow claim; 
Loſt in deſpair, diſtracted, and forlorn, 
The lover I, and tender huſband mourn. 
Whate'er to fuch ſuperior worth was due, 
Whate'er exceſs the fondeſt paſſion knew, 
I felt for thee, dear youth ; my joy, my care, ! 


My prayers themſelves were thine, and only where 
| Thou waſt concern'd, my virtue was ſincere, 
. When 
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Whene'er I begg'd for bleſſings on thy head, 
Nothing was cold, or formal, that I ſaid; 
My warmeſt vows to Heav'n were made for thee, 


And love ſtill mingled with my piety. 


O Trov waſt all my glory, all my pride 
Thro' life's uncertain paths, my conſtant guide: 
Regardleſs of the world, to gain thy praiſe, 
Was all that could my juſt ambition raiſe, 


Way has my heart this fond engagement known? 
Or why has Heav'n diſſolv'd the tie ſo ſoon ? 
Why was the charming youth ſo form'd to move ? 
Or why was all my ſoul ſo turn'd for love? 
But virtue here a vain defence had made, 
Where ſo much worth and eloquence could plead. 
For he could talk—*twas exſtaſy to hear, 
"Twas joy, 'twas harmony to ev'ry ear! 
Eternal muſic dwelt upon his tongue, 
Soft and tranſporting as the muſe's ſong : 
Liſt'ning to him, my cares were charm'd to reſt, 
And love, and ſilent rapture fill'd my breaſt ; 
Unheeded the gay moments took their flight, 
And time was only meaſur'd by delight, 
I hear the loy'd, the melting accents ſtill, 
And ſtill the kind, the tender tranſport feel: 
Again I ſee the ſprightly paſſions riſe, 
And life and pleaſure ſparkle in his eyes. 
My fancy paints him now with ev'ry grace, 
But, ah! the dear deluſion mocks my fond embrace: 
The ſmiling viſion takes its haſty flight, 
And ſcenes of horror ſwim before my ſight, 

Grief, 
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Grief and deſpair in all their terrors rife, 

A dying lover pale and gaſping lies ; 

Each diſmal circumſtance appears in view, 
The fatal object is for ever new: 

His anguiſh, with the quickeſt ſenſe I feel, 
And hear this ſad, this moving language ſul]. 


My deareſt wife! my laſt, my fondeſt care ! 
Sure Heav'n for thee will hear a dying pray'r: 
Be thou the charge of ſacred Providence, 
When I am gone, be that thy kind defence ; 
Ten thouſand ſmiling bleſſings crown thy head, 


When I am cold, and number'd with the dead. 


Think on thy yows, be to my mem'ry juſt, 

My future fame and honour are thy truſt. 

From all engagements here I now am free, 

But that which keeps my ling'ring ſoul with thee. 
How much I love, thy bleeding heart can tell, 
Which does, like mine, the pangs of parting fee]: 
But haſte to meet me on thoſe happy plains, 
Where mighty love in endleſs triumph reigns, 


He ceas'd ; then gently yielded up his breath, 
And fell a blooming ſacrifice to death: 
But, oh ! what words, what numbers can expreſs, 
What thought conceive the height of my diſtreſs ? 
Why did they tear me from thy breathleſs clay ? 
Iſhould have ſtaid, and wept my life away. 
Yet, gentle ſhade, whether thou now doſt rove, 
Thro' ſome bleſt vale, or eyer- verdant grove ; 
One moment liſten to my grief, and take 
The ſofteſt vows that conſtant love can make. 
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Fos thee all thoughts of pleaſure I forego, 

For thee my tears ſhall neyer ceaſe to flow ; 
For thee at once I from the world retire, 
To feed, in ſilent ſhades, a hopeleſs fire, 
My boſom all thy image ſhall retain, | 
The full impreſſion there ſhall ſtill remain. 
As thou haſt taught, my conſtant heart to prove 
The nobleſt height and elegance of loye; 
That ſacred paſſion I to thee confine, 
My ſpotleſs faith ſhall be for eyer thine. 
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On the anniverſary return of the da y on 
_ #ohich Mr. Rowe died. 


NHAPPY day | with what a diſmal light 
Doſt thou appear to my afflited fight ? 
In vain the chearful ſpring returns with thee, 


There is no future chearful ſpring for me, 


Waits my Alexis withers in the tomb, 

Untimely cropt, nor ſees a ſecond bloom, 

The faireſt ſeaſon of the changing year, 

A wild and wintry aſpe& ſeems to wear 

The flow'rs no more their former beauty boaſt, 
Their painted hue, and fragrant ſcents are loſt ; 
The joyous birds their harmony prolong, 

But, oh! I find no muſic in their ſong. 
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Ve moſly caves, ye groves, and filver ſtreams, 
(The muſes loy'd retreats, and gentle themes) 
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Ye verdant fields, no more your landſcapes pleaſe, 
Nor give my ſoul one interval of eaſe ; 
Tranquility and pleaſure fly your ſhades, 

And reſtleſs care your ſolitude invades. 

Nor the ſtill ev'ning, nor the roſy dawn, 

Nor moon-light glimm'ring o'er the dewy lawn, 
Nor ſtars, nor ſun, my gloomy fancy chear ; 

But heav'n and earth a diſmal proſpe& wear: 
That hour that ſnatch'd Alexis from my arms, 
Rent from the face of nature all its charms. 


Unnarey day! be ſacred till to grief, 
A grief tod obſtinate for all relief; 
On thee, my face ſhall never wear a ſmile, 
No joy, on thee, ſhall e'er my heart beguile. 
Why does thy light again my eyes moleſt ? 
Why am [I not with thee, dear youth, at reſt ? 
When ſhall I, ſtretch'd upon my duſty bed, 
Forget the toils of life, and mipgle with the dead ? 


7% PHILOMELA. 


Occajioned by her PoRM on the death of. 
| her HusBAND. 


I. 


HILE you in ſoft harmonious ſtrains bewail 
Your dear Alexis, we attend the tale, 

And loſe our grief, as kinder thoughts prevail. 

II. JusTLY 
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| H. 
JusTLY you tell what merit in him ſhone, 


| Yet, tho' unartfully, you then make known, , 


In more reſplendent characters, your own. 


III. 
Twas thought unjuſt by his unſpotted mind, 
guch matchleſs worth ſhould be to one confin'd ; 
So modeſtly he all his right reſign'd. 


IV. 
SINCE then you muſt the /acred paſion move 
In each admiring ſwain, how can you prove 
To him more faithful, than once more to love ? 


CLLDELLDEL.ADG DCE ADENLD 


To the AUTHOR of the foregoing V ERsEs, 


ETRACT thy impious lines, too guilty. youth! 

Nor wreſt the laws of conſtancy and truth. 
Should cruel death, amidſt thy ſofteſt charms 
Of youth and wit, from ſome fond woman's arms 
Tear thy zeluctant ſoul, thus may ſhe prove 
For thee, the heights of gratitnude and love! 
Whate'er ſuch early worth as thine might claim, 
Whate'er the public owes thy future fame; 
O let the penſive fair thy rules obey, 


Be grateful in thy own exalted way, 


And by a ſecond choice thy vows repay ! 
Thus let her tender hcart thy merit mourn, 
And all thy blooming ardor thus return ; 


118 Por Ms on ſeveral otrafions. 
With pious care tranſmit the ſacred flame, 

And add immortal honours to thy name; 

When thbEhaſt modeſtly thy right reſign'd, 

And left the gentle charter uticonfit'd, 

To ſhine propitiouſly on all mankind. 


55 The RESIGNATION. 


5 IS done! the darling idol I reſign, 
Unfit to ſhare a heart ſo juſtly thine ; 
Nor can the heav'nly call unwelcome be 
That ſtill invites my foul more near to thee ; 
Thou doſt but take the dying lamps away, 
To bleſs me with thy own. unmingled day. 
Ye ſhades, ye phantoms, and ye dreams, adieu! 
With ſmiles I now your parting glories view. 
I ſee the hand, I worſhip, I adore, 
And juſtify the great diſpoſing Pow'r. 
Divine advantage! O immortal gain | 
Why ſhould my fond, ungrateful heart complain? 
Whate'er of beauty in his ample round 
The ſun ſurveys, in thee is brighter found ; 
Whate'er the ſkies, in all their ſplendid coſt, 
Their beamy pride, and majeſty can boaſt ; 
Whate'er the reſtleſs mind of man deſires ; 
Whate'er an angel's vaſter thought admires ; 
In thee 'tis found in its unchanging height, 
Thou firſt great ſpring of beauty and delight! 


. I Wha 
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What have I loſt of excellent, or fair, 
ot kind, or good, that thou can'ſt not repair? 
What have I loſt of truth or amity, 
ut what deriv'd its gentle ſource from thee ? 
What is there here of excellence, or grace, 
Which one bright ſmile from thee would not efface ? 
At one kind look, one ſparkling glance of thine, 
Created pride muſt languiſh and decline, 


Lis done, at laſt, the great deciding part! 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 
T [t pants for joys which that can ne'er beſtow, , 
And ſpreads itſelf too wide for all below; 

It leaves the vaſt creation far behind, 

And preſſes forward free and unconfin'd : 

WI ce a boundleſs proſpect ſtill before, 

Aud dote upon my former joys no more; 

W Celeſtial paſſions kindle in my ſoul, 

And every low, inglorious thought controul. 

FO come! ye ſacred guſts, ye pure delights, 

re heav'nly ſounds, ye intellectual ſights ; 

ve gales of paradiſe that lull to reſt, 

And fill with ſilent calms the peaceful breaſt; 

Wich you, tranſporting hopes, that boldly riſe, 

And ſwell, in bliſsful torrents, to the fkies ; 

That ſoar with angels on their ſplendid wings, 
And ſearch th' arcana of celeſtial things. 

: Here let me dwell, and bid the world adieu, 
nd ſtill converſe, ye glorious ſcenes, with you. 
Weep far away, for ever far from hence, 

Ire gaudy ſhe ws, and flatt' ring ſnares of ſenſe: 
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Ye gay varieties on earth, adieu! 

However ſoſt, and pleaſing to the view: 

And all ye dazzling wonders of the ſkies, 
Ev'n you my now aſpiring thoughts deſpiſe ; 
No more your blandiſhments my heart detain, 
Beauty and pleaſure make their court in vain; 
Objects divine and infinite in view, 

Seize all my pow'rs, ye fading toys, from you. 


T Is finiſh'd now, the great deciding part! 
The world's ſubdu'd, and thou haſt all my heart; 


It triumphs in the change, it fixes here, 
Nor needs another ſeparation fear. 
No fatal chance thro? endleſs years ſhall riſe, 


The ſeries of my pleaſures to ſurpriſe ; 


No various ſcenes to come, no change of place 
Shall e'er thy image from my ſoul efface ; 

Nor life, nor death, nor diſtant height above, 
Nor depths below, ſhall part me from thy love. 


SPAN. SAR SAI. SAR. SAR, 
V_” EH NIE b RIS 


Tranſlated from the Italian of PETRUCC!. 


Contentatevi, o cieli chiariſſimi, &c. 


P ERMIT me, O ye radiant flies, | 
On your gay heights to fix mine eyes ; 
While you the exvious curtains proves, 


T hat from my fight conceal my love. 


J know 
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I know my guilty eyes unmeet 

The ſplendor of the ſtars to greet, 
And more deſerve to view below 

The caves where ſtreams of ſulphur glow: 
Theſe proſpects 2'hmy ſoul confound, 
My hopes in vaſt deſpair are drown'd ; 
Till I the glorious methods trace, 

The triumphs of almighty grace; 
When thus my ſoul tranſported cries, 
Permit me, O ye radiant ſeies, 

On your gay heights to fix mine eyes ; 
Whilz ou the envicus curtains prove, 


That hide the object of my love. 


Ye ſtarry lights, ye gaudy flames, 
That deck the ſpheres with golden beams, 
You, that pave the milky way, 

You that conſtant rules obey, 

Or wand' ring, thro? the ether, ftray ; 

In your gay courſes ye declare 

How much more bright thoſe glories are, 

By everlaſting love prepar'd 
Unſhaken virtue to reward. . 

Thy joys, vain world, no more invite 

My flatter'd ſenſe to falſe delight; 

Celeſtial objects fire my ſoul, 

And ev'ry humbler wiſh controul. 

Permit me then, ye radiant ſkies, © 

On your gay heights to fix mine eyes ; 

For you the envious curtains prove, 


That from my fight conceal my love. 
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And bid all human things adieu, 

Your beautics all my pain renew. 

Then view the anguiſh of my breaſt, 

With love, impatient love, diltreſt ; 

Thoſe interpoſing clouds divide, 

That all my joys and treaſure hide; 

But you are deaf. Ve ſons of light, | 


Br while I ſondly gaze on you, | 


That gaze on the tranſporting ſight, 

And loſe yourſelves in vaſt delight; 

That know the boundleſs heights of love, 3 
Yet nothing but its pleaſures prove; 
Oh! tell me where my Lord to find, 

For you are ſtill to mortals kind; : 

Yet now, regardleſs of my care, 

You leave to winds my fruitleſs pray”r : 

Permit me then, ye radiant ſbics, 

On your gay heights to fix mine eyes; 

Since you the envious curtains prove, 


That from my /ight conceal my love. 


Tuo charming author of my pain, 
Let me at laſt my ſuit obtain; 
Or if deny'd ſo high a grace, 
In the bright ſkies to view thy face, 
Thy paths I'd thro? ſome deſart trace; 
Savage as that, where thou the ſcorn 
Of tempting fiends, for me haſt borne ; 
Or to the diſmal garden's ſhade, 
Where terrors did thy ſoul invade; 
Or let me climb, to follow thee, 
The painful ſteep of Calwary ? 


Howevt! 
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However gloomy be the place, 

May I but there behold thy face; 

A paradiſe to me *twill prove 

High Heav'n, and all the joys above: 
Bat, ah! my pray'rs are ſtill deny'd, 
And till thou doſt thy beauties hide. 
Permit me, then, ye radiant ties, 

On your gay heights to fix mine eyes 3 
Cince you the envious curtains prove, 


That hide the obje of my love. 
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On the DivinE GOODNESS. 


WAKE, my ſoul, and to th* Almighty King, 
3 In lofty ſtrains, triumphant praiſes ſing; 
WT Let all thy pow'rs their nobleſt force excite, 
And ſpread his glory with ſincere delight; 
xtol him with uninterrupted joy, 
W And let his love thy longeſt breath employ. 
O come, you bleſt adorers of his name, 
And liſten while his goodneſs I proclaim : 
hat, oh! my trembling tongue attempts in vain. 
The boundleſs ſubject, in a mortal ſtrain; 
= Some angel lend me his melodious lyre, 
And with celeſtial ſkill my breaſt inſpire ; 
On wings of ſacred rapture let me riſe 
And join my hallelujah's with the ſkies. 
But, mighty God, how ſhall a mortal worm, 
A ſpan of earth, the glorious taſk perform ? 


G 2 Swallow'd 
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Swallow'd in pleaſure and divine ſurprize, 

I view thy love's unbounded myſteries : 

In all thy wond'rous paths I gladly trace 
Indulgent goodneſs and ſtupendous grace. 
When I the dreadful precipice ſurvey, 

Where thoughtleſs and inſenſible I lay; 

While fiery billows roll'd along below, 

And gaping gulphs ſhew'd ſcenes of endleſs woe ; 
"Twas then, *twas then, unmeaſurable love 
Did to my ſoul its glorious methods prove. 


FEC 


PsALM LXIII. 


GOD, my firſt, my laſt, my ſtedfaſt choice, 
My boundleſs bliſs, the ſpring of all my joys ! 
I'll worſhip thee before the ſilver moon, 
With filent pace has reach'd her cloudy noon ; 
Before the ſtars the midnight ſkies adorn, 
Long, long defore the flow approach of morn. 
Thee I'll invoke, to thee glad anthems ſing, 
And with my voice join each harmonious ſtring : 
'Tae midnight echoes at thy name ſhall wake, 
And on their wings the joyful burthen take; 
While one bright ſmile from thee, one pleaſing ray, 
Thro' the ſtill ſhades ſhall dart celeſtial day. 


As the ſcorch'd trav'ller in a deſart land, 
Tracing, with weary ſteps the burning ſand; 


An 
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And fainting underneath the fierce extremes 
Of raging thirſt, longs for refrething ſtreams; 
So pants my ſoul, with ſuch an eager ſtrife 

J follow thee, the ſacred ſpring of life, 


Oye x the boundleſs treaſures of thy grace, 
And let me once more ſee thy lovely face ; 
As I have ſeen thee in thy bright abode, 
When all my pow'rs confeſt the preſent God. 


TazRe I could ſay, and mark the happy place, 
W 'Twas there I did his glorious foot-ſteps trace; 
W 'Twas there (O let me raiſe an altar there!) 
W 1 ſaw as much of heav'n as mortal ſenſe could bear; 
There from his eyes I met the heav'nly beam, 
That kindled in my ſoul this deachleſs flame. 


Lure, the mot valu'd good that mortals prize, 
W Compar'd to which, we all things elſe deſpite ; 
Lite, in its vig'rous pride, with all that's ſtor' d 

In the extent of that important word; 

W Eva life itſelf, my God, without thy love, 

A tedious round of vanity would prove. 

Grant me thy love, be that my glorious let, 

7 Swallow'd in that, be all things elſe forgot! 

And while thoſe heav'nly flames my breaſt inſpire, 
n call up all my pow'rs, and touch the tuneful lyre; 
With all the eloquence of grateful lays, 

rn ſing thy goodneſs, and recite thy praiſe. 
uw charming theme ſhall ſtill my ſoul employ, 
und give me foretaſtes of immortal joy; 


G 3 With 
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With filent rapture, not to be expreſt, 

My eager wiſhes here ſill richly feaſt. 

When ſullen night its gloomy curtains ſpreads, 

And ſoothing ſleep its drowſy influence ſheds ; 

I'll baniſh flatt'ring ſlumbers from my eyes, 

And praiſe thee till the.golden morning riſe ; 

Thoſe filent hours ſhall conſecrated be, 

And thro' the liſt' ning ſhades I'll ſend my vows to thee, 


PSALIM LXXII.. 


| B LEST Prince of righteouſneſs and peace, 
| The hope of all mankind ! 
The poor, in thy unblemiſh'd reign, 
Shall free prqtection find. 


SzcuRE of juſt redreſs, to thee 
Th' oppreſs'd his cauſe ſhall bring; 
While with the fruits of ſacred peace 
The joyful fields ſhall ſpring. 


- Taro” endleſs years thy glorious name 
The righteous ſhall adore, 

When ſun and moon have run their courſe, 

And meaſure time no more. 
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Tuo v ſhalt deſcend like the ſoft drops 
Of kind celeſtial dews ; 

Or as a ſhow'r, whoſe gentle fall 
The joyful ſpring renews, 
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THe juſt ſhall flouriſh in thy days, 0 
And ſacred truth abound, | : 
While in the ſkies the changing moon 
Reſtores her nightly round. 


PACE ſhall with balmy wings o'erſhade 
Our favour'd walls around: 
With graſs the meads, with plenteous corn 
The mountains ſhall be crown'd, 


A HAnDFUL ſcattcr'd on the earth, 
Shall riſe a wond'rous crop; 

The loaded ſtalks ſhall bend like trees 
On Lebanon's high top. 


Tay glory no eclipſe ſhall ſee, 
But ſhine divinely bright, 
While from his orb the radiant ſan 

Darts undiminiſh's light, 


ConverTz DD nations, bleſt in thee, 
Shall magnify thy grace, 

Call thee their glorious Ranſomer, 
And hope of all their race. 


Wer love and ſacred rapture fir'd, 
Thy lofty name we'll ſing : 

Thou only wond'rous things haſt done, 
The everlaſting King! 
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® Fxom all the corners of the earth 

Leet grateful praiſe aſcend : & 

Let loud Ament, and joyful ſhouts, 
The ſtarry convex rend. 


PsALM CXLVI. 


REPARE the voice, and tune the joyſul lyre, 
And let the glorious theme my ſoul inſpire : 
To thee, my God, I ſing; thy mighty name 
With heav'nly rapture ſhall my ſoul inflame. 

My tuneful homage ſhall like incenſe riſe, 

And glad the air, and reach th' approving ſkies; 
While life and breath remain, the ſacred ſong 
Shall fill my breaft, and dwell upon my tongue. 


As ſome fair ſtructure, whoſe firm baſis lies 
On ſtrength of rocks, the threat'ning winds defies; 
So Redfaſtly my hopes on Heav'n are plac'd, 
Nor earth, nor hell, my confidence can blaſt. 
Let others ſtill for human help attend, 

And on the flatt'ries of the great depend ; 
Relentleſs death ſhall mock their airy truſt, 
And lay their boaſted confidence in duſt. 

As the fantaſtic viſions of the night, 

Before the 0p'ning morning take their flight; 
So periſh all the boaſts of men, their pride, 
nd vain deſigns, the laughing ſkies deride. 
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= Bur he alone ſecurely guarded lives, 

ro whom the mighty God protection gives; 
: The mighty God, who made the ſtedfaſt earth, 
And gave the ſprings that ſwell the ocean birth; 
Who form'd the ſtars, and ſpread the circling ſkies, 
And bade the ſun in all his glory riſe: | 
No breach of faithfulneſs his honour ftains, 
With day and night his word unchang'd remains: 
on human woes he looks with pitying eyes, 
Jo help th' oppreſs'd, and anſwer all their cries ; 
The orphan's ſoft complaint, and widows tears, 
W Obtain redreſs, and fix his liſt'ning ears: 
His throne from changes ſtands for ever free, 
And his dominion ſhall no period ſee. 


CANT. EE 


VII thy heav'nly beauties from my ſight! 
I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial light. 

The dazzling luſtre of thy eyes controul, 
Their pointed glories wound my tender joul; 
I cannot yet theſe ſacred tranſports bear, 

Too feeble I, thou too divinely fair. 

Return to the gay climes of day again, 
Celeſtial frames thy ſplendor may ſuſtain ; 
Acquainted with thoſe bright, thoſe bleſt extremes, 
With ſtedfaſt eyes they meet thy glorious beams; 
UnveiPd they view the radiant Deity, g 


Loſt in the heights of bliſsful ecſtaſy ; 
But, oh! theſe flights are too ſublime for me; 
G 5 Theſe 
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Theſe raptures would my brittle frame deſtroy, 
And overcome me with exceſs of joy : 

Then veil thy heav'nly beauties from my fight, 
I cannot yet ſuſtain celeſtial light. 


ID LI CR ARID Iv | 
CANT. VIL vi. 


O SET me as a ſignal on thy heart, 

And let the deep impreſſion ne'er depart ! 
O let me ne'er by thee abandon'd prove 

I were undone, if thou ſhould change thy love; 
I could no greater mis'ry undergo, 

Twere hell itſelf, the blackeſt hell of woe 
My hopes, my joys are plac'd in thee alone, 
Robb'd of thy ſmiles and favour, all were gone. 
My life, my happineſs depends on thee, _, 
Without thee, what were all the world to me? 
I ould deteſt the light and vital air, | 
And waſte my days in ſorrow and deſpair. 
Forgive my fears, the ſure effect of love, 

Its mighty force and violence they prove. 

ta thoughts of lofing thee I cannot bear, 


& cruel death, than that tormenting fear; 
I blaſts my blooming joys, diſturbs my reſt, 
And fills with deep anxiety my breaſt : 
That thou mayſt once my wretched ſoul deſert, 
This cruel doubt wounds my deſponding heart. 


4 HY 
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A HYMN. 


In imitation of CanT. V. vi, vii. 


E pure inhabitants of light, 
Ye virgin minds above, 
That feel the ſacred violence, 
And mighty force of love. 


B y all your boandleſs joys, by all 
Your love to human kind, 

I charge you to inſtru me where 
My abfent Lord to find. 


I've ſearch'd the pleaſant vales and plains, 


And climb'd the hills around; 
But no plad tidings of my love, 
Among the ſwains have found. 


I'v s oft invok'd him in the ſhades, 
By ev'ry ſtream and rock; 

The rocks, the ftreams, and echoing ſhades, 
My vain induſtry mock, 


I TxAc'D the city's noiſy ſtreets 
And told my cares aloud ; 

But no intelligence could meet 

Among the thoughtleſs crowd. 


I szxanRCH'D 
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I s:ARCHn?D the temple round, for there 
He oft” has bleſt my ſight, 

And half unveil'd, of his lov'd face 
Diſclos'd the heav'nly light. 


Bur with theſe glorious views, no more 
I feaſt my raviſh'd eyes, 
For veiled with interpoſirg clouds, 
My eager ſearch he flies. 


O, covr » I in ſome deſart land 
His ſacred foot-ſteps trace, | 
I'd with a glad devotion kneel, 
And bleſs the happy place. 


I” » follow him o'er burning ſands, 
Or where perpetual ſnow | 
With horrid aſpect clothes the ground, 
To find my Lord I'd go. 


No x ſtormy ſeas ſhould ſtay my courſe, 
Nor unfrequented ſhore, 

Nor craggy Alps, nor deſart waſtes 
Where hungry lions roar. 


Tu xo” ranks of interpoſing deaths 
To his embrace I'd fly, 

And to enjoy his bliſsful ſmiles, 
Would be content to die. 


Exopvu! 


1 
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Exopus III. xiv. I am that I am. 


HATE ER thou art, to thee, and thee alone, 
The firſt almighty Cauſe of all, is known; 

Yet would I ſtrive ambitiouſly to raiſe 
My voice to the delightful work of praiĩſe: 
But oh; what human words thoſe heights can reach? 
What bolder thought the flight divine can ſtretch ? 
Ev'n angels, in their ſweeteſt ecſtacy, 
When they behold the ſmiling Deity, 
Their want of pow'r and eloquence confeſs, 
When they thy boundleſs glories would expreſs, 
In heav'n they find no metaphors for thee, 
And what reſemblance then can mortals ſee ? 


YETI muſt talk, and talk of thee alone, 
Be to my tongue all other themes unknown ! 

In holy ſongs I would my filence break, 

In raptures, everlaſting raptures ſpeak. 

O, 'tis the work of heav'n, almighty King! 

To love, adore, and thy high praiſes fing ; 

And this my everlaſting bliſs ſhall be, 

My lips ſhall talk, my heart ſhall fix on thee, 

Thy excellence, and ev'ry glorious name 

To angels known, ſhall feed the holy flame: 

[ then ſhall ſee thee lovely as thou art, 

And feel what boundleſs joys thy ſmiles impart ; 

The beatific ſcene, without controul, 

Shall open all its ſplendor on my ſoul. 

1 $ONG 
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EXEREREREREEEREREREL 
A SONG of Pxraiss. 


Awake, my voice, and gentle lute, 
Nor let one grateful ſtring be mute; 
And, oh ! ye ſacred pow'rs of love, 
Let me all your influence prove : 

Ye heav'nly virtues, guide my tongue, 
Or teach me ſome celeſtial fong ; 
Such as your own flame inſpires, 
When you touch your golden lyres ; 
And in the fair ethereal! bow'rs, 

Sing away your happy hours. 


Bz61xn, begin the tuneful lays, 
While the morning's early rays 
All their golden luftre ſpread 
O'er the tow'ring mountains head; 
Nor ceaſe till noon, *till ſable night 
Conceal the world from mortal ſight. 


Fxom the loweſt depths of care, 
To God I fend a doubtful prayer; 
Yet he lent a gracious ear, 
And ſcatter'd all my groundleſs fear. 


Wals theſe lips draw vital breath, 
'Till I cloſe my eyes in death, 


REPARE, my ſoul, thy nobleſt lays, 
And ſpeak thy great deliv'rer's praiſe, 


POE MS on ſeveral occaſions. 135 


I'll ne'er forget thy wond'rous love, 
Nor thoughtleſs of thy favours prove, 
Beneath thy ſhadowing wings defence 
I'll place my only confidence ; 
In ev'ry danger and diftreſs, 
To thee I will my pray'r addreſs, 
Let all my hopes on earth be loſt, 
In thee ll make my conſtant boaſt ; 
| I'll fpread the glories of thy name, r 
And thy unbounded love proclaim. 


You that fink in dark defpair, 
To God dire& your humble pray'r ; 
From his lofty ſeat he hears 
Our ſad complaints, and drys our tears ; 
He regards the penſive breaſt, 
And gives the weary pilgrim reſt ; 
On human mis'ries, from his throne 
With ſoft compaſſion he looks down; 
The weight of all our grief he knows, 
And ſeems to ſhare our ſecret woes. 


Loa, what is man, that he ſhould prove 
The object of ſuch boundleſs love? 
Whence can ſuch won d'rous bounty ſpring, 
To ſuch a vain and worthleſs thing ? 

Why ſhould he fo largely ſhare 
Thy favaur, and thy tender care ? 
Why thy ſacred thoughts employ, 
In the heights of perfect joy ? 
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OLewT ev? ry grateful tongue ; 
Speak thy praiſe in lofty ſong ; 
And thou, my ſoul, join all thy pow'rs, | 
In this bleſt work employ thy hours. | 


C AN. I. vis. ' 
8 / 
3 I 
TELL me thou, for whom I prove T 
The ſofteſt languiſhments of love, C ( 
Thou, dearer than all human things, K 
From whom my pureſt pleaſure ſprings, _ « 
Thou lovely object of my care, 
Whom more than life I prize by far; 
O tell me in what verdant mead, | / 
Or flow'ry vale, thy flocks are fed ; I 
Or by what ſilver current's ſide, 1 
Thou gently doſt their footſteps guide? 4 
Inſtruct me to what ſhade they run, | 11 
The noon-day's ſcorching heat to ſhun. 3 
They follow thee, they hear thy voice, 8 | 
And at the well known ſound rejoice : 1 
O let me too that muſic hear, 1 
Let one kind whiſper reach mine ear; 1 
My ſoul ſhall that ſoft call obey, 4 
Nor longer from thee wildly ſtray. a . 
| W [! 
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SSEESHEEEREERH EEE SHEED THEE HHS 


CANT. chef. Ve 


HE night had now her gloomy curtains ſpread, 
l And ev'ry chearful beam of light was fled ; 
This diſmal night, my Lord, who ne'er before 

Had met a cold refuſal at my door, 

= Approach'd, and with a voice divinely ſweet, 

My ears with theſe perſuading words did greet. 
My faireſt ſpouſe, my ſiſter, and my love! 

© (But, ah! no more theſe charming names could move) 
& -* Ariſe, for thro? the midnight ſhades and dew 

© * I thee, the object of my cares, purſue.” 


= His heav'nly voice and moving words I heard, 
And knew the bleſt deſign my Lord prepar'd ; 

& But long, with poor excuſes, I delay'd, 

And careleſs ſtretch'd on my enticing bed. 

& Tird with my cold delay, Farewel,” he cries ; 
&@ Theſe killing words my fainting foul ſurprize 
Wich fear diſtracted to the door [ run, 

But, oh! the treaſure of my life was gone; 
yet of his recent preſence ſigns I found, 

For heav'nly fragrance fill'd the air around, 
dove wherever love directs my feet, 


And call aloud, but no return could meet; 


Echoes alone to my complaint reply 

In mournful ſounds, as thro” the ſhades I fly. 
from the watchinen hop'd, in vain, relief, 
Wich cruel ſcorn they mock'd my pious grief. 
| Bu 


U 
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But you, Ferz/alen's fair daughters, you 

That know what pity to my cares is due, 

O!] if you meet the object of my love, 

Tell him what torments for his ſake I prove ; 
Tell him how tenderly his loſs I moan, 

Tell him that all my joys with him are gone, 
Tell him his preſence makes my heav'n; and tell, 
O tell him, that his abſence is my hell! 


Waar bright perfections does he then poſleſs, 
For whom thou doſt this tender grief expreſs ? 


O! he's diſtinguiſh'd from all human race, 
By ſuch peculiar, ſuch immortal grace, 
That you among ten thouſand may deſcry 
His heav'nly form, and find for whom I die. 
There's nothing which on earth we lovely call, 
But he ſurpaſſes, far ſurpaſſes all. 
He's fairer than. the ſpotleſs orbs of light, 
Nor falling ſnow, compar'd to him; is white, 
The roſes that his lovely face adorn, 
Out-bluſh the purple glories of the morn, 
The waving ringlets of his graceful hair, 
Black as the ſhining plumes the ravens wear. 
His eyes would win the moſt obdurate heart, 
Victorious love in ev'ry look they dart. 
His balmy lips diffuſe divine perfumes, 
And on his cheek a bed of ſpices blooms. 
His breait, like poliſh'd iv'ry, ſmooth and fair, 
With veins which with the ſaphires may compare. 
Stately his height, as thoſe fair trees which crown, 
With graceful! pride; the brow of Lebanon. 
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| His voice ſo ſweet, no harmony is found 


On earth to equal the delightful ſound. 
He's altogether lovely——This is he 
do much belov'd, ſo much ador'd by me. 


* 


The SUBMISSION. 


OWE VER. hard, my God, thy terms appear, 
Howe'er to ſenſe afflicting and ſevere, 


To any articles I can agree, 
© Rather than bear the thoughts of loſing thee : 
Exact whate'er thou wilt, we'll never part, 


Nothing ſhall force thy image from my heart. 
Thou ftill art good, howe'er thou deal with me, 
Spotleſs thy truth, unſtain'd thy purity : 

Amidſt my ſuff' rings ſtill 11 own thee juf, 

And in thy wonted mercy firmly truſt, 

Whate'er becomes of ſuch a wretch as me, 

Thy equal ways ſhall ſtill unblemiſh'd be; 

The ſons of men ſhall ſtill thy grace proclaim, 
And place their refuge to thy mighty name ; 
Thro? all the wide-extended realms above, 


Bright angels ſhall proclaim thy wond'rous love: 


Ev'n I ſhall yet adore thy wonted grace, 

Tho” darkneſs now conceals thy lovely face. 

But, oh ! how long ſhall I thy abſence mourn ? 
When, when wilt thou, my ſan, my life, return ? 
Thou only can't my drooping ſoul ſuſtain, 

Of nothing but thy diſtance I complain. 


— 
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. 
The WIS H. 


SHOULD renounce this heart from being mine, 
If all its love were not intirely thine. 

Objects of ſenſe my paſſions may inflame, For! 

But thou doſt ſtill my nobler reaſon claim. d 

Could I theſe ſtubborn faculties controul, 

And manage all the motions of my ſoul, 

My ſerious grief by pious tears I'd prove, 

For each offence againſt forgiving love: 

My breaſt ſhould ne'er admit a ſpark of joy, 

But when thy favour did my thoughts employ. 

With early zeal I would myſelf preſent, 

When to thy holy dwelling place I went: 

Pd breathe my foul in lofty praiſe to thee, 

And join with angels in their harmoay. 

My raviſh'd heart ſhould at thy table prove 

The heights of eeſtacy and ſacred love; 

Th' immortal food immortal ſtrength ſhould give, 

On that alone my active hopes ſhould live. 

My hymns ſhould ſtill prevent the riſing ſun, 

Like that, with joy, my vig'rous race I'd run : 

When from his height he downward glory ſtreams, 
My mounting praiſe ſhould meet his noon day beams! 
And ſtill untir'd to thee, my God, I'd fing, 

While tne grey ev'ning ſtretch'd her ſhady wing. 

Thy name and works ſhould be my daily theme, 

And conſtant ſubje& of my nightly dream 

Celeſtial viſions ſhould employ my ſleep, 

While angels round my bed their watches keep. 


My 
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[y life, by one bright courſe of piety, 
Nad not by months and years ſhould meaſur'd be. 
Thy glory all my actions ſhould deſign, 
d hear no voice, obey no call but thine, 
t thy command I would the world forego, 
Ind no ſuch things as ſelf or int'reſt know. 
For thee I would my deareſt friend reſign, 
Wind from my heart blot ev'ry name but thine. 
5 hy love, the fountain of my happineſs, 
Thy love ſhould all my raviſh'd ſoul poſſeſs : 
Ind while Pm thus intirely bleſt in thee, 
No happy monarch ſhould my envy be; 
To! in the high enjoyment of thy love, 
WV hat glorious mortal could my wiſhes move? 
d view each charming object as the glais, 
Wn which my eyes with vaſt delight ſhould trace 
W he loy'd, tho? faint reſemblance of thy face, 
d nothing lovely call, no beauty ſee, 
Haut that which led my riſing ſoul to thee : 
No harmony ſhould e'er my ears rejoice, 
Without the welcome muſic of thy voice. 
Not the bright ſun, in dazzling glory gay, 
Nor the ſoft luſtre of the lunar ray; 
ot all the ſweets that give the ſpring to pleaſe, 
he W Zephyr, or the ev'ning breeze; 
be murm'ring rill thro' flow'ry borders drawn, 
: he ſecret covert, or the open lawn; 
be verdant valley, or the fragfant field, 
Ibſtract from thee, ſhould any ſolace yield: 
| d be inſenfible of all delight, 
but what unſtain d devotion ſhould excite. 
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Mos I would ſpeak, but all my words are fain, 


Celeſtial love, what eloquence can paint? 
Nor more can be by mortal words expreſt, 
But vaſt eternity mall e tell the reſt. 


On the works of CREATION. 


EAUTY complete, and majeſty divine, 


In all thy works, ador'd Creator, ſhine. 

Where'erI caſt my wond'ring eyes around, 
The God I ſeek in ev'ry part is found. 
Purſuing thee, the flow'ry fields I trace, 
And read thy name on ev'ry ſpire of graſs. 
I follow thee thro* many a lonely ſhade, 
And find thee in the ſolitary glade. 
I meet thee in the kind, refreſhing gale, 

That gently paſſes thro' the dewy vale, 
The pink, the jeſſ'min, and the purple roſe, 
Perfum'd by thee, their fragrant leaves diſcloſe. 
The feather'd choir that welcome in the ſpring, 
By thee were taught their various notes to ſing. 
By thee the morning in her crimſon veſt, 
And ornaments of golden clouds is dreſt. 
The ſun, in all his ſplendor, wears thy beams, 
And drinks in light from thy exhauſtleſs ſtreams. 


The moon reveals thee by her glimm'ring ray: 


Unnumber'd ſtars thy glorious paths diſplay. 
Amidſt the ſolemn darkneſs of the night, 
The thoughts of God my muſing ſoul delight. 
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hick ſhades and night thy dread pavilion form ; 
Wn fate thou rid*ſt upon the flying ſtorm; 
EWhile thy ffrong hand its fierceſt rage reſtrains, 
And holds the wild, unmanag'd winds in reins, 
Nhat ſparklings of thy majeſty appear, 
EWhen thro' the firmament ſwift lightnings glare? 
) When peals of thunder fill the ſkies around, 
W hear thy voice in the tremendous ſound, | 
ut oh! how ſmall a part is known of thee, 
rom all thy works immenſe variety? 

hatever mortal men perfection name, 
Thou, in an infinite degree, doſt claim. 


* 0 a. 
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AxD while I here thy fainteſt ſhadows trace, 
T pine to ſee the glories of thy face; 
Where beauty in its never changing height, 
And uncreated excellence ſhines brighr. 
When ſhall the heav'nly ſcene, without controul, 
Open in dazzling triumph on my ſoul ? 
My pow'rs with all their ardor ſhall adore, 
And languiſh for terreſtrial charms no more, 
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V E ſtars that ſparkle in the midnight ſkies, 
Propitious love ſhines out in all your eyes; 

Nor does the moon the glorious truth conceal, 

But darts ſoft glances thro' her gloomy veil. 

The ſun comes forth in majeſty above, 

. And kindles, as he goes, the flames of Love; 
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With gentle beams he warms the teeming earth, 
And gives ten thouſand various forms their birth, 
Whatever ſhape thou wear'ſt, thy bright abode 
Was from eternity, the mind of God: 


There thou haſt triumph'd in the ſplendid height 


Of uncreated and eſſential light; 
The ſpring, the fountain of the life divine, 
The conſtant end of ev'ry great deſign. 


SP1R1T of nature, its informing ſoul ; | 
Thou doſt the pow'rs of heav'n and earth controul; 
All the degrees of life and ſenſe that riſe 
In fields, or floods, or thro” the ſpacious ſkies ; 

All feel the force of thy inſpiring flame, 

And joy and triumph in thy mighty name. 

O, thou art all in all! the higheſt end 

That boundleſs grace and wiſdom could intend ! 

And lengths, and breadths, and depths, and height: 
- ba, 7 

Shall finally be ſwallow'd up of Love: 

No further changes then, but fully bleſt 


The Maker, and his finiſh'd works ſhall reſt. 


IX ININ INK IN IN ON IN IK IN INI IL ININ XK IN 2 0 
On the picture of King GeoRGE J. 


UCH native goodneſs, ſuch a regal grace 
Was never ſtamp'd on any vulgar face; 
The ſacred characters ſo clearly ſhine, 


*T were impious not to own the right di vine. 
Part 
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To Mr. PRIOR. 


On his SOLOMON. 


Mus devoted to celeſtial things, 
« Again for thee profanes th' immortal ſtrings ; 
The ſtars, the myrtle ſhade, and roſy bow*r 
he quits, to revel in thy iv'ry tow'r ; 
rue muſic of the ſpheres and heav'nly throngs 
be minds no more, to liſten to thy ſongs. 
lachanted with thy lovely Hebrexv king, 
8 Gabriel in vain diſplays his purple wing; 
Boaſts of his golden zone, and bright attire, 
His ſtarry crown, ſoft voice, and charming lyre, 
Wich all his fine addreſs, and glitt'ring ſhew, 
The muſe abandons the celeſtial beau: 
Perverted by the Jeauiſb monarch's eyes, 
de fondly turns apoftate to the ſkies, 
And envies Abra's beauty, while it ſhines 
Wich andecaying bloom in Prior”s lines, 
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A SONNET. 


Tranſlated from the Italian of Signior Roll.. 


7 ca ri. 
LIDE gently on, thou murm'ring brook, 
And ſooth my tender grief; 
»Twas here the fatal wound I took, 
Tis here I ſeek relief. 


bees ELIE nay ii ihe eee Cre 


Wir Silvia, on the verdant ſhore 
J fondly ſate teclin'd, 

Believ'd the charming things he ſwore, 
Too credulous and kind! 


Wu r thus he ſaid; This purling ſtream 
* Back to its ſpring ſhalt low, 

O Paſtorella &er my flame 
The leaſt decay ſhall know.” 


Vr conſcious waves, roll back again! 
Back to your cryſtal head 
The falſe, ungrateſul, perjur'd ſwain 
Has broke the vows he made. 


| An p yet he ſwore, *till the laſt breath 
| Of life he ſhould reſign, 

| Till fate ſhould cloſe his eyes in death, 
His ſtedfaſt love was mine. 


PER HAT“ 
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PerHaPs ſome fairer ſhepherdeſs 
His faithleſs breaſt has warm'd, 
And thoſe kind vows and ſoft addreſs 
Her guiltleſs heart has charm'd. 


Bur tell the nymph, thou gentle ſtream, 
If &er ſhe viſits thee, t 
The treach*rous youth has vow'd the ſame, 

Yet broke his faith with me. 
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In ANSWER 70 an Italian Sono, that 
begins thus: 


Venere bella, per un inſtante, 
Deb, ni concede le grazie tutte 


Del dio d amor, Sc. 


HE ſoft petition ſoon aſcends, 
Nor wanders thro? the air, 
Smiling the Queen of love attends 


To her new vot'ry's pray'r. - 


As k any thing, the Goddeſs cries, 
In this propitious hour; 

My breaſt is fill'd with glad ſurprize, 
To hear thee own my pow'r. 


To thee my charms and gentle heart, 
With pleaſure [ reſign : 
Cupid preſents thee ev'ry dart, 
His conqu'ring bow is thine, 
H 2 Hap 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Had I deſcrib'd my tender care 


In thy harmonious ſtrain, 
Adonis had been won to hear 
A Goddeſs tell her pain. 
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The DEsSCR1PT10N of the DRouGurT, 


Tranſlated from the beginning of the xijith 
book of T As80's JERUSALEM. 
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HILE Godfrey in his active mind revolves 
The martial plan, and mighty things reſolves, 

Now enter'd the celeſtial Crab, the ſun, 
With beams direct, unuſual heat darts down: 
The ſacred troops, for wat like toil unfit, 
Drooping beneath their uſeleſs armour fit. 
Each gentle ſtar's extinguiſh'd in the ſkies, 
While in their ſtead ill- boding planets riſe ; 
Which on the army noxious fervors ſhed, 
And thro” the air a baleful influence ſpread. 
Horrors on horrors riſe, a fatal night 
Succeeds the fatal day's malignant light ; 
The fatal day's malignant light reveals 
Signs of new terror, and augmented ills, 
The ſun all dreadful in his riſing ſeems, 
With ſanguine treſſes, and polluted beams; 
With blood diſtain'd his radiant face appears, 
And fad preſages all his aſpect wears: 


1 os wm * — ) 2 * 1 


- - 
_ * 8 1 allot. * n.. — 


Tilt 


PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 149 


Till having gain'd the zenith's burning height, 
He darts a ſtronger, and more piercing light; 
Blaſts all the verdant beauty of the meads, 

While ev'ry plant and flow'ry bloſſom fades. 

Mountains and valleys deſolate appear, 

The cleaving hills all wither'd, curſt and bare, 
The diſmal marks of Heav'n's diſpleaſure wear. 
Ihe rivers at their inmoſt ſprings decay, 

& While horrid figns the fiery clouds diſplay, 
The airy ſpace a ſmoking furnace ſeems, 

With ſtifling vapours, and pernicious ſteams. 
To cool the air no gentle gales ariſe, 

Each Zephyr ſilent in his cavern lies; 

Oaly the ſouth from Afric's burning ſands, 

With ſcorching blaſts infeſts the Chri/ian bands: 
Nor milder breezes with the ev'ning come, 

Bat ſultry till, and all inflam'd the gloom; 
= While gliding fires, and comets ſtrangely bright, 

Glare thro' the ſable ſhadows of the night. 

The languid moon ſheds from her ſilent ſphere 

No cooling dews, the thirſty ground to chear. 

The flow'rs decay, each tree and verdant plant 

Pine at their roots, and vital moiſture want. 

From theſe unquiet nights ſleep takes its flight, 

In vain the troops the drowſy god invite. 

But thirſt, of all their ills the worſt, remains, 

He dies who drinks, he dies whoe'er abſtains, 

For poiſons mingled by the Pagan king. 

Infected ev'ry ſtream, and bubbling ſpring : 

Like gloomy Styx, or curſed Achercn, 

The black, contagious, troubled waves roll on, 

H 3 Scarce” 
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Scarce ſilver Sie glides above its ſands, 


Whoſe ſtreams before ſupply'd the CHriſtiau bands : 
But now the ſwelling Pe, that mighty ſtream, 


To fate their thirſt would ſcarce ſufficient ſeem ; 
Nor Ganges, nor great Ni, when all around 

His riſing waves o'erflow their loftieſt bound. 

The tempting thought of cool, unſully'd ſtreams, 
And bubbling ſprings, the fierce diſeaſe inflames ; 
And he who had obſerv'd ſome cryſtal pool, 

Or. down the Alps a living torrent roll, 

Recalls the flattring images again, 

Which ſtill exaſperates his fervid pain. 

The mightieſt chiefs with noble heat inſpir'd, 
Whom neither arms, nor toilſome march had tir'd, 
Projected now, and gaſping on the ground, 
Unwieldy burthens to themſelves are found ; 
While inward fires, by flow degrees, exhauſt 
Their vital ſprings, and manly vigour waſte, 

The ſteed, latefierce, now ſcorns his proffer'd meat, 
And faulters in his once imperious gait; 

His former viQories are all contemn'd, 

With martial glory now no more inflam'd, 

His rich capariſons no more adorn, 

But as a loath'd, inglorious load are worn. 
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CLLDCLZDTCLEDG ALD GLLDELED 
CANT. II. viii, ix. 


S it a dream? or does my raviſh'd ear 

The charming voice of my beloved hear ? 

Is it his face ? or are my eager eyes 

Deluded by ſome viſion's bright diſguiſe ? 

'Tis he himſelf! I know his lovely face, 

It's heav'nly luftre, and peculiar grace. 

I know the ſound, *tis his tranſporting voice, 
My heart aſſures me by its rifing joys, 

He comes, and wing'd with all the ſpeed of love, 
His flying feet along the mountains move ; 

He comes, and leaves the panting hart behind, 
His motion ſwift and fleeting as the wind. 

O welcome, welcome, never more to part ! 

Ill lodge thee now for ever in my heart; 

My doubtful heart, which trembling ſcarce believes, 
And ſcarce the mighty ecſtaſy receives. 


The PETITION. 


* O U faireſt offspring of immortal love, 

| That revel in the fragrant bow'rs above, 

Tze brighteſt products of your Maker's kill, 
In viſions to the gentle maid reveal 

Your glowing beauties, your celeſtial charms, 


And free her breaſt from all the wild alarms, 
H 4 The 
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The fatal ſallies of an earthly flame; 
Let heav'n alone the reigning paſſion claim: 
At once unfold the ſparkling ſcenes of joy, 
The raptures which your happy hours employ ; 
While crown'd with mirth, with love and ſacred long, 
Eternal years unclouded dance along. 
Deſcribe the glitt'ring natives of the ſkies, 
Their roſy bloom, ſoft ſmiles, and radiant eyes ; 
With all your kill the favour'd nymph allure, be 
And from the arts of mortal race ſecure : 1 
Be ſhe your conſtant, your propitious care ! . 
U grant my wiſh, and hear the friendly pray's ! 


NOOR fl | 
n 


VERSES preſented to her Reyal Exl. I 1 
 nefs the Princeſs AMELIA, at Marl- Wt 
_ borough, June the 18h, 1728. 1 


E ſylvan ſnades, ye fair inchanting ſeats, 
Of peace and guiltleſs love the ſoft retreats; 

Be all your flow'ry elegance diſplay'd, 
To charm, with nature's pomp, the royal maid. 
Let ev'ry proſpect wear a lively grace, 
Clear as the blooming beauties of her face, 
Ye various plants, your fragrant tribute bring, 
The painted product of the lovely fpring. 
Ye whiſp'ring breezes, and refreſhing gales, 
That fly with downy wings along the vales, 


Take 


- 
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take the ſoft muſick of 4melia's name, 

: Freathe it to ev*ry liſt' ning grove and ſtream. 
bet nature ſhew a pleaſure unconfin'd, 

And ſpeak the ſenſe of Hertford's gen'rous mind. 


EST 


5 


_ 


EEC 
; Part of the third SCENE. of the third AcT 
= of PASTOR FIDO, zran/lated. 


MIRTILL O: 


' TNGRATEFUL nymph! thy too ſevere command, 
% To narrow bounds would limit thoſe defires, 
= Whoſe vaſt extent ſcarce human thought can graſp. 


= Thar I have lov'd, and lov'd thee more than life, 
If fill thou doubt, the fields, the conſcious groves, 
de ſavage race can tell; and theſe hard rocks, 
boſten'd by my complaints, can witneſs too. 


Loox on thyſelf, thy matchleſs beauty proves 
The juſtice, truth, and grandeur of my flame. 
Whate'er the earth, or azure ſkies can boaſt- 

Of excellence, tis all ſumm'd up ia thee. 
So high the ſpring of my unbounded. paſſion, . 
Tis nature, tis neceſiity— — As flame 
Aſcends, as water ſinks, as floats the air, 
As reſts the earth, as roll the circling ſpheres ; . 
With ſuch perpetual force, my eager ſoul, 
In all its reſtleſs motions, tends to thee, 
As its ſuperior bliſs ; and who would tear 


H 5 
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My conſtant heart from thee, as well might change 


Great nature's long eſtabliſh'd laws, turn back 
The ſhining planets from their ancient courſe, 
And from its ſtedfaſt centre ſhake the world. 


Bur ſince thy harſh commands injoin my tongue, 


In brief to tell the ſtory of my pain; 
If I muſt ſpeak no more, my parting breath 
Shall tell thee that I die a victim to thy ſcorn. 


KXEXEEEKKEKENOOEKENO 


From the ſame. Acr III. Scene is. ? 


AMARILLIS alone. 


Y life, my lov'd Mirtille ! couldſt thou view 
My ſecret inclinations, this ſevere, 
This cruel Amarillis, ſoon would find 
From thee that pity, thou doſt now implore. 
E love, and am beloy'd ; yet what avails 
The ſoft engagement, but to make us wretched ? 


O wu x, ye deaf, inexorable pow'rs, 
Will ye for ever part what love unites ? 
Or rather why, too fond, perfidious love, 
Wilt thou unite what ſacred rites divide? 
Happy the ſavage race, that thro* the woods 
Purſue their pleaſures unconfin'd by laws! 
Too rigid laws that nature would reſtrain ! 
Or too imperfect nature that reſiſts ! 
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O $acRED virtue! let my tongue recall 

W Theſe impious accents ; thine's a. name divine, 
And fill my ſoul pays homage to thy pow'r : 

E Tothee I ſacrifice theſe wild defires, 

And fall a victim to thy holy rigour. 
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ENELELFLELENELENELEL 
Part of the thirteenth Book of T ass0's 


JERUSALEM franſlated. 


HE vaſt machine was ſcarce in aſhes ſunk, 


when new deſigns the curſt magician forms: 
Ho to prevent the Gauls from freſh ſupplies 
= Of uſeful timber from the neighb'ring wood, 
That might more formidable engines raiſe, 
And Sion's trembling walls again alarm. 


Which from their walls the fearful Pagans drove, 


Ar diſtance from the Chriftian camp there roſe, 


Amidſt a filent, ſolitary vale, 

A lofty foreſt thick with ancient trees, 

Whoſe folding branches all beneath diffuſe 
A duſky horror, and malignant ſhade, 

Nor here the radiant ſun at brighteſt noon 

E'er {miles with chearful rays, but feebly caſts 
A dim, diſcolour'd, and uncertain light; 
Uncertain as the cloudy ſkies diſplay, 

While riſing night, and parting day contend, 


Bur 
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Bur when the ſun the gay horizon leaves, 
Blackneſs and terror all the place poſſeſs, 
Blackneſs and terror, imitating hell ; 

Which mortal eyes with fearful darkneſs veils, 
And fills with deep anxiety the ſoul. 
Nor here for ſhade the ſhepherd leads his flock, 


Nor here the herdſman drives his grazing charge : 


No pilgrim enters here, unleſs miſled.; 
But haſtens far with cautious ſteps away, 


And beckons trav'llers from the fatal road. 


Tue goblins here nocturnal revels keep, 
A monſtrous congreſs, in the gloom they meet ; 
With dragons wings ſome break the tortur'd air, 
Others, with cloven hoofs, ſkip o'er the hills : 
A lewd aſſembly, who with tempting wiles, 
And ſoft, fallacious 1mages, entice 
"he minds of men from virtue's ſacred ways. 
With helliſh rites, and execrable pomp, 
Their impious.banquers here they nightly keep. 


Tur Pagans this aſſert, nor lift an axe 
Within the confines of the haunted prove ; 
Which yet the Chri/tians boldly violate, 
And carry thence materials for. the war. 


AurpsT the deepeſt filence of the night, 
1/menes hither comes to prove his arts ; 
And uncouth figures on the ground inſcribes, 


Thrice ſhakes his wand, and murmurs potent wo! rds, 


And i invocation ſinful to recite. 
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Tus twinkling glories that adorn the ſky 

5 Look pale, and ſicken at the dreadful ſound: 
he troubled moon withdraws her feeble beam, 
And wraps her ſilver horn in folding clouds. 


EZ Miltions of ſpirits by his charms compell'd; 
Attoniſh'd from their ſev'ral quarters come: 

y thouſands ſome the realms of air forſake; 

E While others thro? the cleaving earth aſcend, 

All black and ſullen from the gloomy deep. 


Parte Jou, the wizard cries, theſe trees in charge, 
As ſouls their bodies, animate each trunk, 

Secure them from the bold incroaching Gault, 

And force them, terrify'd, from hence to fly. 


; Sa 'p, the tardy ſpirits undertake 
A tak that kept them from the war; and lodge 
Ws ev'ry ſprig, and every leaf poſſeſs. 


= ISMENES. joyful to the king returns, 
And boaſting, all his curſt ſucceſs relates. 

Ile adds, your. regal ſeat is now ſecure, 

Nor can your foes. their proud machine repair: 

Hat ſtill their worſt misfortunes are behind. 

Wichin the courſe of ſome revolving days, 

Hot Mars and Phoebus in the Lion meet, 

Wich angry aſpects, and malignant rays; 

hence heat ſo ſtrong and violent enſues, 

hat nothing ſhall its fierce extremes allay ; 

Nor winds, nor clouds, nor dews, nor cooling ſhow'rs: 
Not more intemp'rate flames the Indian burn. 


This. 
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This all the ſtars and face of heav'u predict. 

To us the diſadvantage will be leſs, 

With ſwelling ſprings, and grateful ſhade ſupply'd. 
By Heav'n abandon'd, firſt their camp ſhall fall 
An eaſy conqueſt to th* Egyptian troops. 

Thus fitting, you the victory may gain, 

And try no more the doubtful chance of war. 

But if the proud Argantes this withſtands, 

Your conduct muſt his headlong rage reſtrain. 
Leave all beyond to Heav'n, which ſoon will bring 
Triumph to you, confuſion to your foes. 


2 HESE ſpeeches ſooth the king, who now con 5 


mands 
The breaches of the wall to be repair'd: 
The chearful citizens and ſlaves aſſiſt 
To mend the wall, and fortify the town, 
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An ErisTLE from AI EXIASs, a nul 


Roman, to bis wife, whom he left 
his wedding-day, with a deſign to u * 
the eaſtern churches. 


LL health to thee, ſtill dearer than my life, 
My lovely miſtreſs, and more charming wife 
Warn'd by a heav'nly vifion from thy bed, 
And tender arms, yet un-enjoy'd, I fled. 
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; 


Write cries the ſhining form, without pretence, 

Z Atoniſh'd man, 'tis Heav'n commands thee hence; 
WThe mighty meſſage leaves thee no defence. 

W Haſte, and the reſt to providence reſign, 


This deed ſhall in immortal legends ſhine. 


Mor with ſurprize, I took my ſudden flight, 
Aſfſted by the covert of the night. 
he friendly pow'r conducts me to the ſhore 
of thoſe lov'd regions I muſt view no more; 
he winds to ſea the deftin'd veſſel bore. 
The deep, and all its ſtormy dangers paſt, 
We reach the happy Alan coaſts at laſt : 
To all the Chrifian churches there as ſent, 
With pious zeal to viſit them I went. 


= AxoTHenR heavnly charge conſtrains me then 
Jo quit the dear ſociety of men; 
ln ſome remote and humble hermitage, 

Far from the world to ſpend my blooming age. 

Now thro' uncouth and pathleſs woods I ſtray, 

WF requented-only by the beaſts of prey, 
wuo trembling haſte at my approach away. 
Oer Licya's ſcorching ſands, or Scythian ſnows, 
„ Undaunted, innocence and virtue goes. 
I All night, unguarded, in the woods I lie, 

# The ſtars my lamp, the clouds my canopy.. 

Wich wholeſome fruits my hunger l ſuffice, 

My thirſt a bounteous ſilver ſpring ſupplies. 
o Heav'n alone in this retreat I live, 
And all my hours to ſtrict devotion give; 
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Deep contemplation, ſacred hymns, and pray'r, 
In ſolemn turns, my conſtant leiſure ſhare. 


SOMETIMES, my finking forces to renew, 
The ſcenes of everlaſting pain I view, 
'The dreadful fate to curit apoſtates due : 
My ſhudd'ring fancy ſeeks the ſhades below, 
The realms of death, and diſmal ſeats of woe; 


I trace the burning banks, the falph'rous ſtreams, 


And tremble at the never-dying flames. 


A noBLER view my virtue now excites, 
And pleaſure's charming name my ſoul invites; 
The boundleſs joys, the, crown, the vaſt reward, 
In heav'n for ſtedfaſt pĩety prepar'd. 
My tow'ring thoughts in raptur'd ſallies rove, 
Throꝰ all the wide reſplendent worlds above; 
I view the inmaſt glories of the ſkies, 
And paradiſe hes open to my eyes; 
Whole floods of joy come pouring on my ſoul, . 
And high the flowing tides of pleaſure. roll. 


Tus r blifsfal proſpects urge my virtue on, 
No toil too great for an immortal crown! 

No path that. leads to happineſs is hard, 

Short the fatigue, eternal the reward! 

The courſe of ſome few fleeting minutes o'er, 
And I ſhall gain the long expected fhore ; 

And from theſe. dark tempeſtuous coaſts remove 
To the calm ſkies, and peaceful climes above. 


Win | F 
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uin tranſport there, with tranſport all divine, 

y lov'd Emilia, ſhall my ſoul meet thine : 

Vo endleſs years our raptures we'll improve, 

ud ſpend a whole eternity in love. 


AR Veen Vee .-. 
; To the Right Honourable the Earl of —— 


O thee my muſe's ſofteſt {ki1] I owe, 

For thee, Amintor, I indulge it now; 
Met by my praiſe I would not make thee leſs, 
at ſomething great and worthy thee expreſs ; 
et while I ftrive the daring thought to paint, 
s beauties in the flat expreſſion faint. 


3 
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Pon there's in thee I know not what divine, 
EF hich muſt the brighteſt metaphors out-ſhine, 
hen angels cloath'd in human forms appear, 
Puch prandeur, ſuch benignity they wear: 
If they diſcourſe, like thine myſt be their ſenſe, 
Tike thine their accent, and their eloquence, 


Nor all the gaudy pageantries of ſlate, 

Put thy own native luſtre makes thee great. 

In all things modeſt, fortunate, and brave, 
Vo 0 cuſtom, vice, nor virtue's ſelf a ſlave ; 
That's reaſon, thought, and gen'rous choice in thee, 
aud not the low effeK of dull neceſſity. 
ith beauty thou, and blooming life art crown'd, 
ile flatt'ring pleaſures court thee all around; 


But 
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But thou, with an heroical diſdain, 
Unconquer'd, unſeduc'd doſt ftill remain, 
And with a philoſophic pride engage 

The num'rous follies of a vitious age; 

Nor breaks the ſun leſs ſully'd from a cloud, 
Than thou from all the vices of a crowd. 


eee eee 


On an unſucceſsful attempt to draw I 
| BoyLEe's, picture. 


N vain, with mimic fill, my pencil tries 
To paint the life that ſparkles in thoſe eyes. 

What art, what rules of ſymmetry can trace 
That air of wit, that bloom, and modeſt grace ? 
What ſoft degrees of ſhade or light expreſs 
The inward worth thoſe ſpeaking looks confeſs? BM 
Tis more than beauty here that charms the fight, Ne 
And gives cur minds an elegant delight: 4 
Were virtue ſeen by mortal eyes, ſhe'd wear 


Thoſe peaceful ſmiles, and that ingaging air . 
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ELerd BoyLt's anſwer to the foregoing 
| VERSES. 


O air of wit, no beauteons grace I boaſt : 

| My charms are native innocence, at moſt, 
ike thy pencil, and thy numbers charm, 
lad ev'ry eye, and ev'ry boſom warm. 

lature in years, if e'er I chance to tread, 
Where vice, triumphant, rears aloft her head; 
Non there the paths of virtue I'll purſue, 

nd own my fair and kind director you. 


BOOOOOOOOCDOOOOOOCOOOOO 

. To” Mrs. RO WE. 

Pecaſion d by ber verſes on Lord BOYLE. 
By Mr. N. MUNCKLEY. 


HE great, the good, for arms or arts renown'd, 
' (Their brows with laurel, or with olive crown'd) 
lay from thy art a double life receive, 
ad in thy lays, or from thy pencil live. 
et ſhort the life thy colours can ſupply, 
Neapbael's and Kneller's teints, and thine muſt die: 


Not 


— 
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Not ſo thy lays; more laſting fame they give 

And bid their theme to endleſs ages live. 
Thus Homer's verſe remains the muſe's boaſt, 
While Zeuxes later labours now are loſt. 


No more in works like theſe thy ſkill diſplay, 
Nor give what rolling years ſhall take away ; 
To paint Boy{'s blooming charms invoke the Nin, 
And bid him in immortal numbers ſhine ; 

The lovely form poſterity ſhall view, 

Each charm un-injur'd, and each featrre true. 
Thus ſhall he flouriſh in unfading bloom, 
The joy and wonder of each age to come. 


On the death of the Honourable Mr : | 
THYNNE. | 


F virtue can immortal honour give, 
Thy worth the muſe's boaſted theme ſhall live. 
But mine's a private, unambitious part, 
Where nature dictates, negligent of art: 
In ſhades retir'd, I breathe my ſecret grief, 
Aad ſooth my ſorrows, hopeleſs of relief. 


O $sacreD ſhade! the impious wiſh forgive, 
That fain would have thee yet a mortal live; 
That fain would bring thee from celeſtial joys, 


To theſe wild ſeats of vanity and noiſe, 7 
| Cox 
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Wuld tears prevail, how many weeping eyes 

ould join with me to tempt thee from the ſkies ! 
juſt compaſſion, ſure, would touch that mind, 
hich here was gentle, and ſincerely kind: 

e gen'rous diſpoſition reigns above, 

ſtinguiſn'd in the peaceful realms of love. 


e 


Wovrp Heav'n permit, I could my ſorrows paint, 
yoking thee as ſome protecting ſaint: 

Ich warm devotion riſes in my breaſt, 

bright a flame thy virtues have iumpreſs'd ! 

Malk to winds—the happy ſpirit roves 

Whro! lightſome plains, and ever-verdant groves, 
W-a;'d with harmonious ſtrains, nor lends an ear 
Wo the ungovern'd language of deſpair. 


.. 


vir let my grief the rites of friendſhip pay, 
Ind weep my ſorrows o'er thy breathleſs clay, 
it with juſt reſpe& thy filent tomb, 

Ind ſooth my anguiſh in the mournful gloom, 


O covtp I hear thy gentle vofce again, 
r one ſhort moment's fight of thee obtain ; 
but to take a laſt, a ſad adieu 
bat vain illuſions my wild thoughts purſue? 
Ide ſhades of death are drawn, perpetual night 

r ever hides thee from my longing fight; 

od deſtiny ſhall ne'er that bliſs reſtore, 

ill earth, and ſea, and heav'n ſhall be no more. 


or, ſacred friendſhip, thy ſuperior flame 
Pall ume out-live, and be unchang'd the ſame. 


| 
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When all the ſond relations nature knows, 
When all the ties that human laws impoſe 

Are cancell'd, when the mighty league expires, 
That holds the univerſe, when yon gay fires 
Have waſted all their glory; thou ſhalt riſe 

In triumph o'er the ruins of the ſkies : 

Thy pow'r, immortal friendſhip, then confeſt, 
Shall fill with tranſport ev'ry heav*nly breaſt, 


To Mrs. RO WE. 


On her ExxGV on the death of the HW 
nourable Mrs. THYNNE. 


By the Right Honourable JOHN EH 
of ORRERY. | 


O ſweet you ſing, ſo well your Laura paint, 
Weep ſo pathetic a departed ſaint, 
That with freſh rage my ſorrews you renew, 
And call my Herrietta to my view, 
Before my eyes the charmer ſtands confeſt, 
Again I ſee her, and again am bleſt. 
Oh, no—the viſion's gone—an airy dream, 
Rais'd by the magic of your mournful theme : 
But ſince byte we are alike oppreſt, 
Since ling*rin&rrows both our minds infeſt, 
From hence let mutual conſolation flow, 


And Jet each breaſt with new-born friendſhip glow. 
Thu 
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| 16, when the tedious race of life is run, 


| all our fleeting earthly joys are gone, 


1 
cher to the realms of light we'll fly, 
Wy 


to meet Laura, Henrietta, I. 


4 arſfon, Dec. 17. 
17 34» 


L er eee 
N To Mrs. R OW E. 


WOccafioned by the foregoing E LEG v. 
By another HAN p. 


HILE, Philome!, you breaths your plaintive 
| fighs 
Wr Laura's loſs, and friendſhip's broken ties, 
ny pain'd thought that fatal hour appears, 
Wen (all the wiſe, and all the good in tears) 
N ber'd no more with mortals, thou ſhalt rife 
T meet thy kindred minds in yonder ſkies. 
e be that hour, let years on years roll ſlow, 
chat ſad hour ſhall plunge a world in woe!) 
7 7 long may worth like thine this earth adorn, 
k joy and wonder of a race unborn ! 

: how ſhall then thy wretched friends ſuſtain 

T & woes of abſence, and the parting pain? 
ben, ev'n then, not full deſpair their doom, 


WE chearful ray relieves the mournful gloom ; 
Amid 
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Amid their copious tears, one ſoothing ſmile 

Thy verſe permits, their anguiſh to beguile. 

When ev'ry ſick' ning ſtar ſhall feel decay, 
And earth, and ſea, and ſkies ſhall paſs away ; 
To pay the pangs of parting, fate ordains 

A bliſsful meeting on the heav'nly plains ; 

To join in friendſhip, and unite in joy, 
Which abſence cannot part, nor death deſtroy, 


LP apt bbc 


To the Right Honourable JOHN, . Pp 
7 ORRERX. 


* 

MMORTAL friendſhip, thou unblemiſt's rl x 
Why ſhould I fear t' admit thy ſacred flame ? | 
Why with fantaſtic rules thy force controul, '£ 


And damp the noble ardor in my ſoul ? 

When thou art baniſh'd from the human breaſt, 
Envy and rage the gloomy ſeat infeſt. 

Thy gentle warmth inſpires the worlds above, 
"Thoſe pure abodes of innocence and love. 


Tu come, a welcome inmate to my breaſt, 
And be thy pow'r thro? all my ſoul confeſt ! 
When ſuch diſtinguiſh'd merit is in view, N 
The ſacred tribute is intirely due. A. 
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| From Racinets ATHALIA, AG I. 
: Scene 4. | 


I, 
H' Almighty's grandeur fills the univerſe, 


| E'er time had birth his empire was the ſame, 
Met heav'n and earth his benefits rehearſe, 
& Adore his greatneſs, and invoke his name, 
þ IT. 
aw Ix vain our impious foes 
I rig'rous filence on our tongues impoſe z 
WT Tho ev'ry tongue ſhould ſilent lie, 
is glory with th' inſtructing ſun would fly 
round the world, and fill the vaulted ſky. 
: III. 
= Fr 0M him the fruits receive their bluſhing pride; 
him, in all their various hues, 
The gaudy flow'rs are dy'd ; 
Wis bounty with the ey'ning's gentle devs, 
Ind morning gales, the verdant field renews. 
IV. 
Ax his command the ſun diſplays 
Ws vital warmth, and ſpreads its golden rays ; 
Wor chiefly here his goodneſs ſtands confeſt, 
Fal his gifts to man his law exceeds the reſt, 
Vor. I, I 75 
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To Mr. THOMSON. 


On the Counteſs of 5 praiſing li | 
POE Ms. þ 


ECURE of glory, crown thy head with bays, 
Ambition ſets its bounds in Delia's praiſe; 
What ſhe approves eternity ſhall claim, 
Ard give the favour'd muſe unrivald fame: 
She well can judge, who knows with tuneful art, 
In tender ſtrains to move the coldeſt heart. 


Wu thro' the flow'ry vale, and duſky groves, 


Her muſe retir'd, with guiltleſs freedom roves, 2 0 
With new delight we ſeek the calm abodes, x al 


Deteſt the town, and wander thro? the woods; 
The ſylvan ſcene, conſcious of joy appears, 
And charms like thy own ſummer ey'ning wears; 
No longer the ſad nightingales complain, | 
But learn from ber's a more exalted ſtrain : ni 
Her tuneful numbers ev'ry care beguile, 4 
And make the ſolitary proſpect ſmile. "nt 


Bur when ſhe ſets the lyre to themes divine, 
An angel.ſpeaks in every flowing line : 
She takes from vice its undeſerv'd applauſe, 
And dares aſſert abandon'd virtue's cauſe, 


Exprevii 
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xpreſs'd in heav nly eloquence we find 

Erbe perfect ĩimage of her beauteous mind 5 
Wer beauteous mind, that with diſtinguiſh'd grace 
Wehines in her eyes, and ſparkles in her face, 
Lives ev'ry blandiſhment, and charming air, 
Makes all harmonious, and completely fair. 


Wi pot OK HOOK He 


OD: the Divine ATTRIBUTES. 


ET thoſe that hate thee tremble at thy name, 
Thy being is my confidence and joy, 
Abſtract from all things elſe, I find in thee 
ſecret, an unfailing ſpring of peace: 

Jlacrity and pleaſure fill my ſoul, 
To think thou art, and that compar'd to thee 
WF kings ſeen, and things unſeen, deſerve no name, 


Tuo only art without variety, 
r ſhadow of a change, immutable, 
riſh this viſionary form of things? 
= darkneſs be the gay creation loſt ! 
BY hile thou remain'ſt unchang'd, with joy theſe eyes 
Would gaze on nature's univerſal wreck, 
e heav'n and earth in one vaſt ruin fink, 
Ind ſmile upon the glorious deſolation. 


WI THov haſt no attribute but gives me joy, 
WE as thou art, ſevere in holineſs ! 


F L 2 My 
reſsl . N f 
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My higheſt reaſon loves thy perfect laws, 

Thou righteous King of ſaints ? Pure as thou art, 
And finful as I am, I triumph ſtill: 

My guilt is all my own, and thou art clear. 
From the low depths of miſery and duſt, 

With angels and archangels round thy throne, 
To thy dominion and unbounded ſway 

I join my glad aſſent. Be all thy foes 

In juſt deriſion had, and vile contempt, 

While thy bright throne for ever ſtands ſecure ! 


BE abſolute ! be uncontroul'd and free! 
Thou canſt not be unjuſt, howe'er above 
The view of man thy ways. A time will come, 
When all ſhall be explain'd; and conqu'ring love, 
The ſplendor and the beauty of thy face, 
ViRorious love, ſhall ſhine on all thy works, 


For, oh! what daring thought ſhall limit thee, 
Thou darling attribute of the Moſt High, 
And greateſt of his names ?——A heart ſubdu'd ; 
Like mine, muſt make its loudeſt boaſts of thee ; 1 
My life, my glory and ſalvation's thine, 


And thine ſhall be my everlaſting ſong. 1 ug 
Jn 
Ix theſe cold regions thou haft warm'd my heart, - 
And gently trac'd ſome faint reſemblance there. na. 
But, oh! thou charming pow'r, that canſt efface T' by 
All the remains of enmity and pride, 8 
Transform me to thine image, let me wear = Y ; 
No character but thine : Be thou my life, Vor h. 
Its ſpring, its motion, conſtant as my breath; Fe ar 
J Dad 4 Olce 
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b well on my tongue, and govern all my ſoul, 
Till faith and hope be ſwallow'd up of thee. 


Tres eyes ſhall ſee thee then ſupremely fair; 
WA pparent in the heights of excellence, 
WAnd perfet beauty thou ſhalt ſtand reveal'd. 
Wlefings and ſmiles, unmeaſurable grace, 
EE fential glories, ever-blooming life, 
WP roſpects of pleaſure, regions of delight, 
Trhe heav'n of heav'ns, viſions ineffable, 
It once ſhall all their dazzling pomp unfold, 
Wand open in thy fair unclouded face. 


BN SSA SPA DAR 1 PA 
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Oz the name of JESUS. 


IF love, if joy, if gratitude can ſpeak, 
If ſacred rapture can its ſilence break; 
Wet once more let me tune my harp for thee, 
WJ hou ſource of the divine benignity : 
Pn this fide heav'n yet once more let me fing, 
er to thy praiſe I ſet th* immortal ſtring; 
in mortal ſtrains permit me to rehearſe 
by name, and with it grace my humble verſe. 


r winds, to heav'n the ſacred accents bear, 
or heav'n delights the glorious ſound to hear. 
angels, take it on your golden lyres, 
3 vices like yours the mighty word requires, 
. 1 3 
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Seraph and cherub, ſpeak, is there a ſound 

More ſweet than this in all your language found ? 
Is there within the bounds of paradiſe, 

A note of harmony compar'd to this ? 


Y x heav'nly pow'rs, your gentle warmth infuſe, 
And tell me what ſweet eloquence you uſe ; 
I burn in ſacred flames like yours, and fain 
Would talk and ſing in your immortal ſtrain ; 
My voice would mix with the melodious ſpheres, 
And pleaſe, with ſoft attraction, angels ears. 


Ve winds, to heay'nathe glorious accents bear, 
For heav'n delights the charming name to hear: 
P11 breath it with the morning's fragrant air, 

Its pleaſing echoes ſhall the ev'ning chear. 
'The fields, the lawns, and ev'ry ſhady grove, 
The ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 
Shall learn from me the dear, inſpiring name, 
And all be witneſs to my holy flame, 
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DEvouT SOLILOQUIES. 


SOLITLO2QUT I. 

TERNAL Maker, hail! hail Pow'r divine! 
The heav'ns and earth, the day and _ are 
2 thine. 
Matter and form to thee their being owe, 
From thee, their great original, they flow: 
When yet the mingled maſs unactive lay, 
Thou gav'ſt it motion by thy quick*ning ray; 
Chaos and night thy pow'rful mandate heard, 
And light and glorious order ſoon appear'd. 
If thou but hide thy face, the creatures mourn, 
But life and pleafure with thy ſmile return; 

Thy gentle ſmile dependant nature chears, 

C Revives its hopes, and diſſipates its fears. 
The earth and ſkies thro? various changes run; 
But thou, whoſe wond'rous being ne'er begun, 
Can'ſt ne'er thro? all eternity decay, 
While time's ſwift flood bears all things elſe away. 
Zy thy direction, the fair orbs above, 
In perfect order, thro? the ether move; 
And all that's lovely, all that's pure below, 
Immediately from thy bright eſſence flow. 

Fountain of life! from thy immortal flame 

All ranks of intellectual beings came: 
Our Maker thou, our great Original, 
We own thy right, and thee our Father call. 
i 14 SO LT. 
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$SOLILO-2UY Il. 


CeLlrsT1AL love, my ever-charming theme, 
Ten thouſand bleſſings reſt upon thy name! 
From the Divinity thou haſt thy ſource, 

And God himſelf atteſts thy wond'rous force. 


9 


Sou angel, ipeak in your immortal ſtrain, 
How love does o'er th* immenſe creator reign ; 
But, oh! that glorious truth what angel can explain?) 
You ſaw him quit the pleaſures of the ſky, 


And veil the glories of the Deity ; a 

You ſaw him born, and wond'ring heard him weep, 
Wond'ring you ſaw the world's protector ſleep ; 
You ſaw him wander here deſpis'd, unknown, 
Without a place to reſt his head, his own ; 

You knew his grief and inward agony ; 

You ſaw the heav'nly loyer bleed and die. 


VicTroR1ouUs love, how infinite thy pow'r, 
How great thy triumph, on that ſolemn hour! 
The ſun, the moon, and ſparkling ſtars on high, 
Stood witneſs to the vanquiſh'd Deity. 


STR1K E up your golden harps, ye ſons of light, 
Some mighty genius the vaſt ſong indite ; 
And, oh ! ye ſons of men, unite your voice, 
Le all the ranſom'd tribes on earth rejoice ; 
Ye ranſom'd tribes, peculiarly from you 
_ Unbounded thanks, and endleſs praiſe are due, 
Triumph and ſhout, begin th' eternal ſtrains, 
To him that dy'd, but now for ever reigns; 
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ro him that lov'd, and waſh'd us in his blood, 
And made us kings, and choſen prieſts to Ood: 
For worthy is the Lamb, that once was ſlain, 
w praiſe and bleſſing in the higheſt ſtrain. 


SOLILONQUY m. 


WHATEVER various turns my life ſhall ſee 
of downy peace, or hard adverſity ; 
et ſmiling ſans ſnine on my proſp'rous ways, 
or louring clouds obſcure my gloomy days; 
WE The praiſes of my God ſhall ſtill employ 
My tongue, and yield my thoughts perpetual joy: 
For he is all my glory, all my boaſt, 

Be ev'ry name, but his, for ever loſt! 

My truſt alone is his almighty name, 

8 All other aids my tow'ring thoughts diſclaim. 
ln God, my glorious Saviour, PII rejoice, 
And ſtill exalt him with my grateful voice. 
His angels, he himſelf ſurrounds the juſt, 
And guards the ſaints who in his promiſe truſt. 
O taſte and ſee, how bleſt, how highly bleſt 
Are they who on his boundleſs mercy reſt! 
He, with indulgent care, their wants ſupplies, 
And guides their ſteps with ever-watchful eyes; 
Nis gracious ears are open to their pray'r, 
And hear, with ſoft compaſſion, all their care; 
When darkneſs and deſpair their ſteps ſurround, 
heir gentle guide and ſuccour he is found, ' 
Mercy and truth, th. o' all his gracious ways 
To human race, ſhine with diſtinguiſh'd rays. 
let my tongue on the bleſt ſubject dwell, 
rde wonders of his love to men and angels tell! 
| 1 5 
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Angels and men their glad affent ſhall join, 
And mix their loud applauding notes with mine. 


SOLILO9QUY IV. 


To o low my artleſs verſe, too flat my lays, 
To reach thy glory, and expreſs thy praiſe ; 
Vet let me on my humble reed complain, 
And mourn thy abſence in a penſive ſtrain; 
My own ſoft cares permit me to rehearſe, 
And with thy name adorn my humble verſe. 
The ſtreams ſhall learn it, and the gentle breeze 
On its glad wings ſhall waft it-thro” the trees. 
The liſt'ning nymphs, inſtructed by my flame, 
Shall teach their hearts to make a nobler claim; 
The ſwains no more for mortal charms ſhall pine, 
But to celeſtial worth their vows reſign. 
The fields and woods the chaſte retreats ſhall prove 
Of ſacred joys, and pure, immortal love ; 
And angels leave their high abodes again, 
To grace the rural ſeats, and talk with men.. 


SUQLIZLOSUT V. 

By fighs, by gentle vows, and ſoft complaint, 
Deluded lovers all their ſuff rings paint; 
Their joys in ſmooth ſimilitudes they dreſs, 
And all their griefs in flowing words expreſs: 
But what are flowing words? how poor, how vain, 
Theſe high celeſtial ardors to explain! 
Can human ſounds ſuch wond'rous things un fold, 
As angels warble to their harps of gold? 
O teach me all your ſweet melodious art, 
To breathe the tender dictates of my heart! 


"= 
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To talk——of what——for you alone can tell 

What minds inflam'd with holy tranſports feel. 
You feel them, when you touch the immortal ſtrings, 
And gaze, and love, and talk immortal things; 
When ev'ry bliſsful ſhade, and happy grove 
Repeat the ſound, and ſoftly breath out love. 


So LILO Abr VI. 


O$syear! and in the muſick of thy voice 
My ſoul ſhall antedate immortal joys ; 

The tempting calls of ſenſe ſhall all be drown'd. 
In the ſuperior ſweetneſs of that ſound : 
Nature and ſtudious art would ftrive in vain: 
Jo reach the charms of that victorious ſtrain. 
o let me hear thee but in whiſpers break 
Thy ſilence, and in gentle accents ſpeak ! 
buch accents as ne'er raviſh*d mortal ears, 

W Such as the ſoul in calm retirement hears ; - 
when from external objects far away, 

Her higheſt pow'rs the call divine obey: 
That voice that to ineffable delights, 

From mortal things the willing mind invites; 
More charming than the notes which angels play, 
When they conduct a dying ſaint away: 

= While raptur'd he refigns his parting breath, 
And ſmiles on all the folemn pomp of death. 


= WHEx wilt thou ſpeak, and tell me thou art mine ? 
O how I long to hear that word divine! 

When that tranſporting ſound ſhall bleſs my ear, 
u ſullen grief, and ev'ry mortal care; 
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Fly days, and hours, and meaſur'd time, with ſpeed, 
And let the bleſt eternity ſucceed ! | 


mn HXAXAco  @ M#Awcd£s = 


Tir then the rolling orbs my love ſhall hear, 
And let the whole creation lend an ear. 
Witneſs, ye cryſtal ſtreams, that murm'ring flow, 
For you the ſecret of my paſſion know; 
Ye fields, ye glades, and ev'ry ſhady grove, 
The ſweet retirements, and delights of love, 
I call you all to witneſs to my flame, 
For you have learnt the dear inſpiring name ; 
In gentle echoes you have oft reply'd, 
And in ſoft breezes thro? the valleys ſigh'd ; 
The valleys, moſly caves, and open lawn, 

The filent ev'ning, and the chearſul dawn; 
Thou moon, and ev'ry fair conſpicuous ſtar, 
Whoſe ſilver rays the midnight horrors chear ; 
And thou bright lamp of day, ſhall witneſs prove, 
To the perpetual fervour of my love. 

To heav'n and earth my tongue has oft confeſt, 
And heav'n and earth my ardor can atteſt, 
Angels, for you the ſolemn truth can tell, 

And ev'ry pious midnight ſigh reveal; 

You feel the warmth of this celeſtial flame, 

And bleſs, with me, the dear tranſporting name ; 
Be witneſs that my raptuz'd vows aſpire, 

To the high theme of your immortal lyre. 
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Bur oh! my life, my hope, to thee alone 

I ftrive to make my ardent wiſhes known; | 
'To thee alone, to thee I would reveal 5 
My tender cares, to thee I dare appeal. | 
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& Thou that doſt all my ſecret ſoul behold, 
© Pierce all its depths, and ev'ry veil unfold, 
Eon thou, my glorious Judge, thyſelf ſhalt prove 


Th' eternal witneſs of my truth and love, 


.$0LILOSUY vn. 


CELESTIAL gift, by heav'n alone inſpir'd, 
And not by man, in all his pride acquir'd, 


Wat wonders haſt thou done; thy ſacred force 


The fkies obey, and nature turns her courſe, 
At thy. command the ſun has backward fled, 


Th! aſtoniſh'd moon ſtood till with filent dread. 
lf thou but ſpeak, the raging winds obey, 


The waves divide, and leave an open way : 


Thy potent breath diſſolves the rock, and brings 


From ſolid marble, ſoftly bubbling ſprings ; 
At thy requeſt mortality 1s fed 


| ] From heav'n's high ſtore-houſe, with celeſtial bread; 


Thy wide commands no limits can confine, 
Whate'er omni potence can do is thine, 


T.OLILOUSLUF Tt 
Way does the ſun with conſtant glory burn? 
Why does. the day to guilty man return ? 


Io guilty man? whoſe inſolence and pride 


The glories of th? eternal ſun would hide; 
Why do the ſtars with nightly ſplendor ſhine, 
While miſts from hell obſcure the light divine! 
Back to your fountain turn your lucid ſtreams, 
To holier regions lend your gentle beams. 
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O! rr me weep in ſome ſequeſter'd ſhade, 
Whoſe dark receſs no light ſhall &er invade; 
Where mortal joys ſhall offer no relief, 

To intermit the juſt, the ſerious grief. 

O could my tears the public vengeance ſtay, 
And yet ſuſpend the deſolating day! 

But ſee it comes ! the threat'ning tempeſts riſe, 
Preſaging darkneſs gathers in the ſkies, 

= * * — © * # * . 
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SUuLEILO AUT IX 
FR ou thee, my God, my nobleſt pleaſures ſpring, 

The thoughts of thee perpetual ſolace bring. 
How does my ſoul, from theſe exalted heights, 
Contemn the world, and all its poor delights ; 
And wing'd with ſacred rapture, paſs the rounds. 
Or circling ſkies, and all created bounds !_ 
Celeſtial proſpeQs, viſions all divine, 
Unfold their glories, and around me ſhine, . 


Trav s let me live, nor hear, nor-ſee, nor know 
What mortals, in their madneſs, a& below. 

Be thy refreſhing conſolations mine! 

And I the world, with all its boaſts, reſign : 
Deluding-ſhews, I give you to the wind! 

My ſoul a nobler happineſs muſt find. 


Oo XA 
Ir cer again I find my ſoul's delight, 
With love's ſoft fetters L'Il reſtrain his flight ; 
_ And.e'er I with the darling treaſure part, 
The ſparks of life ſhall quit my trembling heart ; 
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That life, which ſoon would prove a tireſome load, 
Without the charming hopes to find my God. 

4 O thou that doſt my panting breaſt inſpire 

© With all the ardour of celeſtial fire, 

Thee I muſt find or in the ſearch expire! 
ln vain the tempting world its glory ſhews, 
All it can give would yield me no repoſe; 
Renounc'd at once let all its proffers be, 
My bliſs ſhall be completely full in thee; 
Here is my reſt, my vain purſuits. are oer; 
; Here let me fix, and never wander more! 


SOLILOQUY x. 


No change of time, nor place, ſhall change my love, 
Nor from my God my ſtedfaſt thoughts remove: 
The flatt'ring world, with all its tempting art, 

© Shall never blot. his image from my heart. 
Should hell with all its ſtratagems combine, 
They could not quench an ardor ſo divine: 
Their falſe allurements, nor their proudeſt rage, 
Shall e' er my reſolution diſengage. 

I Pleaſure ſhall court in vain, and beauty ſmile, 
Glory in. vain my wiſhes would beguile. 

The perſecutor's rage I would not fear; 

et death in all its horrid ſhapes appear, 

And with its keeneſt darts my breaſt aſſail: 
When breath, and ev'ry vital ſpring ſhall fail, 
The ſacred flame on brighter wings ſhall riſe, . 
And unextinguiſh'd reach its native ſkies ; 
Wich an eternal force the heav'nly fire 

hall to its bright original aſpire, 
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SOLILO2UY XII. 
Dance on, ye hours, on ſoft and downy feet! 

Roll ſwift, tnou ling'ring fun, and let us meet! 
Come, ye bleſt moments, with a ſprightly grace 
Let the gay period ſhew its ſmiling face! * 
What is the day? what 1s its uſeleſs light, 
Unleſs it ſhews me that tranſporting ſight ? 

No bezt2ous object ſmiles below the ſkies, 

To char ay chought, and fix my longing eyes; 
Celeſt1a! cellence my eyes inſpires, 

And kindies in my breaſt immortal fires. 

Thou bright, unrival'd object of my love; 

To thee alone my ſoft affections move 

Thine are wy riſing hopes, my pureſt fires, 

My nobleſt wiſhes, and ſublime deſires. 


SOLILO2UY xm. 


| Y e happy minds, that free from mortal change, N. 
Poſſeſs the realms where boundleſs pleaſure reigns, : Ne 
| That feel the force of thoſe immortal fires, : Ne 

And reach the bliſs, to which my ſoul aſpires ; T 


| Who meet; unveil'd, that radiant Majeſty, 
Of which, to gain one tranſient glance, I'd die; N 
I charge you, by the boundleſs joys you feel, F 


My tender cares to my beloved tell; BY 
Make all th' aſpiring inclination known, © St; 
In ſuch high ftrains as you deſcribe your own ; : * 
In ſuch exalted numbers as explain Ste 
The ſacred flames which in your boſoms reign; ; Ay 
When all the heights of ecſtaſy you prove, | Sta 
And breathe the raptures of immortal love. ; Ar 
O tell 
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0 tell the glorious object, whom I prize 
Beyond the chearful light that meets mine eyes, 
' Beyond my friend, or any dearer name, 
Beyond the breath that feeds this vital frame, 
Beyond whate'er is charming here below, 
Beyond the brighteſt joys that mortals know, 
# Beyond all theſe, O tell him that I love! 
rell him what anguiſh for his ſake I prove ; 
Tell him how long the hours of his delay, 
And what 1 ſuffer by this tedious ſtay ; 
Tell him his abſence robs my ſoul of reſt, 
While cruel jealouſy torments my breaſt. 
O let him know that my diſtrated mind 

No real joy, while he withdraws, can find ; 
That all my hopes are center'd in his love, 
Ho loſt without it, how undone I prove 
© Tell him that nothing can that loſs repair, 
Nor help the ſoul that diſmal ſtroke to bear, 
Nothing enſues but grief, and black deſpair : 
Nothing beyond my ſoul could undergo ; 
is death! tis hell! tis all unmingled woe! 


SOLILO2UY XIV. 


Os rAx, thou ſacred object of my love, 

ö Nor from my longing eyes ſo ſoon remove ! 
stay yet, nor let me loſe thy charming ſight ! 
Stay till the midnight ſhadows take their flight ! 
; Stay 'till the morning ſtar's illuſtrious ray 

; Awakes the dawn, and leads the bluſhing day ! 

; Stay 'till the ſun unveils his golden light, 

F And Joyful birds their early ſongs excite ; 
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Return, my life, or let me follow thee ! 
The world affords no ſolace now for me. 
With thee I ev'ry ſmiling hope forego, 
And in thy abſence no delight can know : 
Thou, thou art all my happineſs below ! 


$OLILOSUY XV. 


Co u, gentle death, releaſe my ſtruggling ſou] 
From thoſe dull fetters which her flight controul ! 
Leſs eagerly the hireling waits the cloſe 
Of the long, tedious day, to find repoſe. 

A pilgrim here in this deteſted clime, 

I rove and figh away the ling'ring time. 

O come, thou wiſh'd for meſſenger of peace! 
The pris*ner longs not more for a releaſe ; 
The wretch that under painful bondage groans, 
With leſs concern his miſery bemoans. 

How ſhall I bleſs the hour that ſets me free, 
And gives my ſoul her native liberty ! 

With eager joy I'd bid the world adieu, 
And with contempt its parting glories view; 
Tomortal vanities I'd cloſe mine eyes, 

Led on by ſacred love Pd upward riſe, 
Andin a moment reach the bliſsful ſkies, 


SOLIL OZ2UY XVI. 
On Libya's burning ſands, and trackleſs waſte, 
Or Zembla's icy coalt, let me be caſt ; 
On ſome bleak ſhore, or ſolitary den, 
Far from the path, and chearful haunt of men : 
However ſad and gloomy be the place, 
Let me but there behold thy ſmiling face; 
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he wildeſt cave a paradiſe would be, 

Celeſtial plains, and bliſsful groves to me. 
Danger, and ſolitude, and loneſome night, 
Atthy propitious perſence take their flight. 
Beauty, in all its ſoft variety, 

And love, and crowding joys attend on thee. 
Immortal life ſprings up, where - e' er thou art, 
And heav'nly day breaks in from ev'ry part. 
[Thou moon, ye ſtars, and thou, fair ſun, adieu! 
1 ak no more thy riſing beams to view; 

For oh ! the light himſelf, with rays divine 
Breaks in, and God's eternal day is mine, 


SOLILOQUY XVI. 


Be hufh'd, ye gentle pow'rs, of harmony, 
Whatever ſoothing ſounds in nature lie! 
whatever art, thro? all her wide controul 
Of changing notes, has found to touch the ſoul, 
| Be huſh'd for ever! while my thoughts attend 
That voice which might ev'n hell itſelf ſuſpend, 
Lull all its anguiſh, calm its fierceſt pains, 
Open its gates, and looſe th' infernal chains; 
That ſacred voice, whoſe efficacious ſound 


Gave motion to the ſpheres, and ſet their tuneful round. 


O let thoſe charming accents from above 
Breathe down celeſtial harmony and love! 
Eternal joys on the ſmooth current roll, 
And boundleſs pleaſure overwhelms my ſoul. 
e angels, I refign your tuneful choirs, 
Nor envy ſeraphim their golden lyres. 
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SOLILOZQUYT XVII. 
T angels call, they call me from ve, 
And bid me haſten to the realms of : 
My ſoul with tranſport hears the hay doom, 
I come, ye gentle meſſengers, I come 


Ye minſtrels of the palaces above, 
Who conſecrate your golden lutes to [ove ; 
When I am entring on the dreary nn. 


Death's diſmal realms, touch the me dious ſtrain; 


The charming ſound ſhall ev'ry care beguile, 

And make the ſeats of deſolation imile, 

My ſoul prepar'd by holy ecſtaſy, 

Shall learn and join the chorus of the ſky, 

Tho? yet a ſtranger to the ſacred fire, 

The heights of love that your highi ftraias inſpire ; 

Some kindling ſparks within my boſom move, 

Which ſhall improve in the gay worlds above. 
Wu x theſe material clouds ſhall be diſpell'd, 

And God in perfe@ excellence reveal'd ; 

Theſe eyes ſhall ſee thee then, and bleſs the ſight, 

And in thy preſence view immortal light ; 

See beauty in its heav'nly prime unveil'd, 

And wiſdom's boundleſs treaſuries unſeal'd ; 

See thee in ſparkling majeſty ador'd, 

Extoll'd and own'd the univerſal Lord. 


SOL 
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$SOLILO2QUY xx. 

Ys ſoft complaints, and tender ſighs, 
hat from my anxious boſom riſe, 
FTake wing, and reach the diſtant ſkies, 
our gentle eloquence may move 
he ſacred object of my love 
o heal the anguiſh of my breaſt, 
Bf God forlorn, and robb'd of reſt. 
Wut oh! what ſighs, what ſoft complaint, 
Wy grief and wild diſtreſs can paint? 
What lover's pains can equal mine, 
While at thy abſence I repine ? 
Without thee pleaſure is no more, 
die till thou my bliſs reſtore. 

t once thy lovely face reveal, 
And all theſe gloomy fears diſpel, 
Ny lov'd Redeemer! let that name, 
Which does thy tenderneſs proclaim, 
Tet that thy ſoft compaſſion move, 
And waken all thy former love. 

Thou taught'ſt my infant lips thy name, 
Lund didſt my firſt deſires inflame: 
Pecal the kindneſs of my youth, 
nen brit I gave my plighted truth; 
. n then I felt the fire divine, 
po young affections all were thine, 


SOLILOQUY XX. 
Farr Eden loſt, my fancy oft renews, 
And ſtill with grief the beauteous ſcenes reviews. 
Pat oh! nor verdant plants, nor painted flow'rs, 
Por 1 rills, ſweet ſhades, nor fragrant bow'rs 
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Excite my envy; theſe I could refign, 
Nor for the tree of life itſelf repine: atu 
The nobler bliſs, in high converſe to rove 
With friendly angels, thro? the happy grove, has 
Content I would forego; but oh! I mourn 

Delights that ne'er to guilty man return, 

Delights that guilty man could never boaſt, 

Since the bleſt age of innocence was loſt; 

Among the trees with God himſelf to walk, 

And in ſweet converſe to his Maker talk : 

The ſcenes of paradiſe appear'd more fair, 

Nature rejoic'd, and heav'n itſelf was there. 

O highly-favour'd, hail! how bleſt thy fate! | 
How much unlike thy future wretched ſtate ! 

O highly-favour'd, hail! the angels cry'd, 

The echoing ſkies in chearful ſounds reply'd. 

Roll back, thou ſun, and bring thoſe glorious views, 
Thoſe envy'd joys ! 'tis theſe my ſoul purſues, 


SOLILO9UY XXL. 


T o thy high praiſes be my lips unſeal'd, 
And in chaſte ſtrains celeſtial love reveal'd. 
O thou bright cauſe of this celeſtial flame ! 


In ſacred rapture let me ſpeak thy name; 

That name which ev'ry ſullen care beguiles, 

That dear: low d name ſtill breath'd with heav'nly ſmiles 
That makes the wildeſt ſtorms of paſſion ceaſe, 

And fills my breaſt with unmoleſted peace. 

How much I love thee, thou alone canſt tell, 

On thee, on thee my thoughts for ever dwell. 

To all but thee my joys, my hopes are loſt ; 


How fair thou art to what the world can boaſt ! 
| . When 


PoE MS on ſeveral occaſions, 191 


Then I but meet a ſmile from thy bright eyes, 
ature in all her blooming glory flies ; 
nd let the whole creation diſappear, 
have enough ; for God himſelf is here! 


SOLILO2NUY XXII. 
I'LL ſpend the filent hours in vows to thee, 
othing ſhall come betwixt my God and me. 

o other image ſhall my ſoul employ, 

Jo earthly pleaſure, no unholy joy. 

rom all the charms of ſenſual objects free, 

y ſpirit diſengag'd ſhall ſpring to thee. 

ſhe whale creation I at once reſign, 

aſk no more, be thou, great God, but mine! 

Tis thou alone ſhalt fill my thoughts, to thee 

l my defire in its full height ſhall be. 

e thou my portion, my eternal lot, 

nd be the world in ev'ry form forgot! 

filence, undiſturb'd with pomp and noiſe, 

Tet me be ſwallow'd in immortal joys : 

Pull in my view place all the bliſs above, 

FT he ſcenes of pleaſure and eternal love; 

i rom op*ning heav'ns let ſtreaming glories ſhine, 
Ind thy ſweet whiſpers tell me thou art mine! 
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 DxvouT SoLIiLoQUIzss, 


In blank verſe, 


SOLILO9UY I. 


Tuo v! to whom the faireſt angel veils 
With folded wings, the beauties of his face, 
Tis thee, tis thee alone my wiſhes ſeek : 


For thee I'd break the fondeſt ties below, 


Forget the names of amity and love, 


And ev'ry gentle blandiſhment of life. 


O Turn aſide the veil that hides thy face, 
And holds the glorious vifion from my view, 
Pity the agonies of ſtrong defire, 


And ſtand in open majefty conſeſt ! 
If when a few ſhort moments are expir'd, 


And this frail ſubſtance to its duit returns, 
If thou wilt then unfold thy lovely face, 

And in the heights of excellence appear ; 
Why wilt thou not indulge a moment's bliſs, 
Diſcloſe one beam of thy unclouded light, 
To chear the joyleſs gloom of mortal life ? 


Fox tr the fond impatience of my ſoul, 
Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, 
No entertainment in this leneſome world; 

*T is all a diſmal ſolitude to me. 


SOL! 
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SOLILO2UY n. 


Wur xk am I? ſurely paradiſe is round me! 
My ſoul, my ſenſe 1s full of thy perfection, 
Whatever nature boaſts in all her pride, 

The blooming fragrancy of thouſand ſprings 
Are open to my view; and thou art all 
The charming, the delicious land of love. 


[ x x 0 w not what to ſpeak! for human words 
Lofe all their pow'r, their emphaſis and force, 
And grow inſipid, when I talk of thee, 

ſhe excellence ſupreme, the God of gods: 
'hate*er the language of thoſe gods, thoſe pow'r: 
n heav'nly places crown'd ; however ſtrong, 

r muſical, or clear their language be, 

et all falls ſhort of thee ; tho? ſet to ſtrains 

That hell would ſmile to hear, and wild deſpair, 
iſcord, and mad confuſion ſtand compos'd j 
n fix'd attention to the charming ſong. 'Þ 


WarEx wilt thou blow away theſe envious clouds, 
nd ſhew me all the dazzling ſcenes within? 

Thoſe heav'ns of beauty and eſſential glory; 
hoſe fights which eyes of mortals never ſaw, 

Nor ear has heard, nor boldeſt thought conceiv'd. 

That will theſe wonders prove? how ſhall my pow'rs 
eto their full capacity employ'd | 
n ecſtaſy and love? how ſhall I rove 1 
or ever thro” thoſe regions of delight, 
hoſe paths, where joy ineffable leads on | 
ler ſmiling train, and wings the jocund hours, 


Vor. I. K Co u * F 
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Co ux, yetriumphant moments! come away 
Thou glorious period! where I fix my eyes; 
For which I hourly chide the ling'ring courſe 
Of ſun, and moon, and ev'ry tardy ſtar. 
Thou end of all my grief, the happy date 
Of care, and pain, and ev'ry human ill! 


SOLILO9UY m. 


Asso vs the penance of mortality, 
And let me now commence the life divine, 
J ſicken for inlargement—Where's the bar? 
Thy ſpirit is not ſtraitned, thou canſt raiſe 
Thy creature to what eminence thou wilt. 
Unmerited the brighteſt ranks above 
Receiv'd their flame and purity from thee, 


IDA E not article with the Moſt- High, 
Nor boaſt, but of my wants and indigence. 
Let me be poor, neceſſitous and low, 

Or any thing, that thou mayſt be advanc'd ! 
If I muſt glory, let me glory here, 

That | can make no claim, nor aſk reward. 
O be thy goodneſs free! give like thyſelf, 
And be thy own magnificence the rule! 
Still undiminiſh'd, from thy endleſs ſtore 
Eternal bounty cannot leſſen thee. 


W a y ſhouldſt thou bound thyſelf, and check de 


courſe 
Of thy own glorious nature: which is all 
O'erflowing love, and pure beneficence ? 


Ti 


the 


PoEMS on ſeveral occaſions. 


Tis thy delight and glory to diſpenſe - 
Treaſures of wiſdom, life, and heav'nly love 
To ſouls that pine and languiſh after thee. 


0 Ty0v can'ſt never laviſh out thy ſtore ! 
The ſun, that from his radiant exaltation 
Looks down, and bleſſes univerſal nature, 
Nor from the meaneſt worm keeps back his rays, 
That ſun is but a feeble type of thee. 


M1itLl1ioNns of happy ſpirits draw in life 
And pleaſure from thy ſmiles ; yet ſtill the ſprings, 
The freſh, the ever-riling ſprings of joy 
Unwaſted low—Thou to thy glorious ſelf 
Art all- ſufficient, the ſum, the plenitude 
Of thy own bliſs ; and canſt thou not ſupply 
The utmoſt wiſhes of created minds? 


* 


SOLILO2UY Iv. 


Lt T God himſelf, to whom I dare appeal, 
Let God, my glorious judge, be witneſs here ! 
Unfold my inmoſt ſoul, for thou ſhalt find 
No rival form, no image but thy own. 
$0 ſure I love thee, I would ſtake my bliſs, 
My immortality on this high truth, 


Is this exiſtence real, or a dream ? 
Is light, is life, or is the ſacred name 
Of virtue dear? Do I love happineſs ? 
'Tis ſure I do? and oh! ?tis full as ſure 
| | love my God, If this is not a truth, 
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J do not breathe, I have nor hopes, nor fears, 
I know not where, I know not what | am, 

But wander in uncertainty and doubt. 

If this is not a truth, why have I ſhut 

My eyes on all the beauty of the world ? 

Why have I ſtopp'd my ears to ev'ry call 

Of glory and delight? why do I ſhun 

The paths of pleaſure ? why deſpiſe the joys, 
The entertainments of ſociety ; 

And loſt to all, in ſolitary ſhades 

Give up my hours, ard ev'ry thought to thee ? 
My God, I cry, the treaſure of my ſoul, 

Give me my God, and let the world forſake me! 


M whole enjoyment in thy love conſiſts ; 
Nor earth, nor heav'n, nor the high heav'n above, 
Abſtract from thee, can furniſh out a bliſs, | 
To entertain theſe infinite deſires: 
No, thou art all the folace of my life; 
Shouldſt thou but ſay thou halt no pleaſure in me, 
Lo! here I am——but oh! the moſt undone 
And wretched thing that the creation names. 
For I muſt love thee ſtill; howe'er thou deal'ſt 
With me, flill I muſt love thee for thy own perfection, 
And languſh for thee thro? eternal years, 


SOLILONQUY V. 


Can ſome fond lover, by the charming force 
Of mortal beauty held, invoke the groves, 
The fields, the floods, and all the ſparkling ſtars 
To witneſs his unſhaken truth and love; 


Whil 


ons, 


Yhil 
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While the frail object of his boaſted faith 

Fades like a painted flow'r, and is no more: 

nd ſhall my heart, with heav'nly love inflam'd, 
row doubtful, while I ſwear eternal truth 

o the prime Excellence, Beauty divine; 

hall I proteſt with caution ? ſhall my tongue 
peak with reſerve, and yield but half aſſent? 


No; let me find the moſt pathetic form ; 
eyond the obligations men have known, 
gerond all human ties; ſolemn as when 
ome mighty angel lifts his hand on Jugh, 
id by the living God atteſts his oath. 


Tavs let me bind my ſfoul—and oh ! be witneſs, 
Je ſhining miniſters (for you ſurround, 
Ind ſanctify the place where holy vows 
\ſcend to heav'n) be witneſs when we meet 
pon the immortal ſhores, as ſoon we muſt, 
te witneſs! for the folemn hour draws near; 
hat folemn hour, when with triumphant joy 
Ir exquiſite confuſion, I ſhall hear 

our approbation, or your jult reproaches: 
our juſt reproaches if you find me falſe ; 
this fond heart, enſrar'd by earthly charms, 
ball break its faith, and ſtain the ſanctity 
f plighted vows and conſecrated flames, 


OTHovu! to whoſe all-ſeeing eye my ſoul 


ies all unveil'd, to thee I dare appeal: 
thou art not my chief, my only joy, 


K 3 Let 


. 


Let ſacred peace for ever fly my breaſt, 


4 SOLILO2UY VL 
Tus eyes have never ſeen thy lovely face, 
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And reſt become an endleſs ſtranger there, 
Let no harmonious ſound delight mine ears, 
If thy lov'd name is not the ſweeteſt accent, 
The moſt tranſporting muſic they convey. 
Let beauty ne'er again attract my eyes, 

Shut out the ſun, and ev'ry pleaſant thing 
Its rays diſcloſe, if e' er I find a charm 

In nature's lovely face, abſtract from thee. 
Let all my hopes, my gayeſt expectations 

Be blaſted, when they are not plac'd on thee, 


O! I might ſpeak a bolder language ſtill, 
And bid thee cut off all my future hopes 
Of heav'nly bliſs, if thy tranſporting ſmiles 
Are not the emphaſis of all that bliſs. 


No accent of thy voice has reach'd my ear, 
And yet my heart's acquainted well with thee ; 
To thee it opens all its ſecret ſtore 

Of joy and grief, and whiſpers ev'ry care, 


I'v known the names of father, huſband, friend? 
But when I think of thee, theſe tender ties, 
Theſe ſoft engagements vaniſh into air. 


Am1DsT the gentleſt blandiſhments and charms, T 
The ſmiles and flatt'ring boaſts of human things, Te 
My ſoul ſprings forward, and lays hold on thee; Of 


Call 
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Calls thee her only portion and defence, 
Nor knows a thought of diffidence or fear. 


Le T nature fail, let darkneſs hide the ſtars, 
And cover with a ſable veil the ſun ; 
Unchang'd and fix'd the truth of God remains, 
Nor knows the leaſt decay. Here let me reſt, 
With full aſſurance and unſhaken faith. 


0 THov unbounded, ſelf-ſufficient Being ! 
How rich am I! how happy! how ſecure! 
How full my portion in poſſeſſing thee ! 
One gentle, one tranſporting ſmile of thine, 
Thou darling of my ſoul !. contains more wealth 
Than this, or thouſand brighter worlds can boaſt. 
Tis thou thyſelf art my immediate bliſs, 
My paradiſe, my everlaſting heav'n! 


SOLILO2UY VI. 


I .ovs thee—Here the pomp of language fails, 
And leaves th? unutterable thought behind; 
The eloquence of men, the muſes art, 
Their harmony and tuneful cadence fink, 
Whatever names of tenderneſs and love, 
Whatever holy union nature knows, 
Are faint deſcriptions of celeſtial fires, 


Bur oh! may ſinful breathing duſt preſume 
To talk to thee of love and warm defires ? 
To thee! who ſit'ſt ſupreme enthron'd on heights 
Of glory, which no human thought can reach? 
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Shall wretched man whoſe dwelling is with duſt, 
That calls corruption bis original, 

And withers like the graſs, ſhall be preſume, 
With heart and lips unſanctify'd, to ſpeak 

On ſubjects, where the holy ſeraphim 

Would ſtop their lutes; and with a graceful pauſe 
Confeſs the glorious theme too great for words, 
For eloquence immortal to expreſs? 


Ye T I muſt aim at ſubjects infinite, 
For oh! my love ſick heart is full of thee. 
In crowds, in ſolitude, the field, the temple, 
All places hold an equal ſanctity; 
While thy lov'd name in humble invocation 
Dwells on my tongue, and ev'ry gentle ſigh 
Breathes out my life, my very ſoul to thee. 


SOLILO2QUY VI. 


FovnTain of love, in thy delightful ſtreams 
Let me for ever bathe my raviſh'd ſoul, 
tnebriated in the the vaſt abyſs, 
The plenitude of joy; where all theſe wide, 
Theſe infinite deſires ſhall die away 
In endleſs plenty, and complete fruition, 


O ux dear God! have Ja ſingle joy, 
A thought of happineſs, remote from thee ? 
Am I at reſt? tho? thou haſt crown'd my years 
With ſmiling plenty, and unmingled peace, 
Is not the joy, the ſolace of my life 
Samm'd in thy ſmiles, and center'd in thy love? 


War 
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WHaT is this vain, this viſionary ſcene 
Of mortal things to me? my thoughts aſpire 
Beyond the narrow bounds of rolling ſpheres. 
The world is crucify*d and dead to me, 
and Jam dead to all its empty ſhews 
zut oh! for thee unbounded wiſhes warm 
My panting ſoul, and call forth all her pow'rs. 
Whate'er can raiſe deſire, or give delight, 

Ur with full joy repleniſh ev'ry wiſh, 

|: found in thee, thou infinite abyſs 

Of ecſtaſy and life - Io my free foul 

Expatiates in theſe wide, theſe boundleſs joys ! 
ow am I loſt to ev'ry thought but thee, 

Forgetting ev'n myſelf, forgetting all 

Put thee, my glorious, everlaſting theme! 


Txov wilt, thou muſt return upon my ſoul, 


Till death; and after death, while I exiſt, 
ges, ten thouſand ages I will fix 
My full attention on thy bright perfections. 


TO ALILOS UF: IK 
OBLow theſe clouds a and let me ſec 
noſe diſtaut glories that attract my love! 
muſt be ſatisfy'd, theſe longings quench'd, 
Theſe infinite deſires muſt find an object; 
r thou haſt made thy nobleſt work in vain, 


Ta beaſts are happy; they attain the end 
ippointed for them by the courſe of nature, 
bey reach whate'er their ſenſes can enjoy, 
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Nor ſeek, nor apprehend ſuperior bliſs; 

Inſenſible of thee, whoſe potent word 

Call'd out their various clans from empty nothing; 
Yet unacquainted ſtrangers to thy name, 


Nor knowing higher good, they are at reſt. 


B ur man, capacious of immortal bliſs, 
Purſues, unſeen, an object infinite; 
And only there can find the reſt he ſeeks. 


SOLILO2QUY Xx. 


M great Redeemer lives! I know he lives! 
I feel the ſacred, the tranſporting truth 
Exulting in my ſoul; He lives to plead 
My cauſe above (unworthy as I am!) 
He there appears to intercede for me. 


Mr record is on high, and the bleſt Spirit 
With gentle atteſtations pleads within. ; 
Divine the voice, 'tis all celeſtial truth, 

I yield my glad aſſent ; triumphant hope,. 
And heavenly conſolations fill my foul. 


uus r, I will rejoice ; 'tis God himſelf 
Is my exceeding joy : He kindly ſmiles, 


And heav'n, and earth look gay ; while all the cloud 


That conſcions guilt ſpread o'er my ſhudd'ring ſoul 
Vaniſh before thoſe reconciling Ces. 


Y e pow'rs of darkneſs, witere are all your threats! 
Speak out your charge, the black indictment read; 
1 own the dreadful, the amazing ſcore ; 
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But who condemns, when God does juſtify ? 

Who ſhall accuſe, when freely he acquits ? 

He calls me bleſt, and what malignant pow'r 

Shall call the bleſſing back? who ſhall reverſe 

What the Moſt-High has ſaid ?—Nor life, nor death, 
Nor depth below, nor endleſs height above 

Shall part me from his everlaſting love. 


SOLILO9QUY Ml. 


Wear are the boaſts of nature? where its pride, 
When reaſon looks wichin with humble view, 
And ſanctity of judgment meaſures out Pp 
My conduct by the perfect laws of God? 


Bur oh! let not my crimes recorded ſtand 
Before thy fight, nor call me to account, 
Thou righteous Judge; for who can anſwer thee ? 
Can mortal man be juſt? can he be pure 
Whoſe dwelling is with fleſh ? If thou ſhouldſt pry 
Into my ſecret guilt, I am undone ; 
But if thou parden the unnumber'd ſcore, 
The glory will be thine, whoſe clemency 
Can know no bounds ; for thou art uncontroul'd, 
And abſolute in all thy ways: No rule 
But thy own perfect nature limits thee. 


I 81x x, this empty ſhadow pays thee homage, 
And vaniſhes to nothing ; thou art all. 
Jam but vanity, this is my ſhare; 
I am content, be thou alone advanc'd! 
Thy grace is free, thy favours unconfin's : 


Wate'er 
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Whate'er my pride can boaſt, my rizhteouſneſs 7 
Can never profit tee The ſaints above, U 
The higheſt angels ſtand not unreproach'd, V 
Nor ſpotleſs in the preſence of thy glory: y 


O po not ſtrictly mark my num'rous crimes, 
Nor aſk what I deſerve, but what becomes 5 
The grandeur of thy name, thy glorious nature, 
Thy clemency, and gentle attributes: 

Act thou up to the heights of grace divine, 
And be the glory and ſalvation thine! 


M 
SOLILOSQUY xn. T 
Wren will the journey end ? this weary race, V 
This tedious pilgrimage of life be o'er? T 
"Tis guilt, *tis error, ſhades and darkneſs all! T 
Some helliſh ſnare attends on ev'ry ſtep, A; 
And I ſhall itumble, fall, and be undone ; In 
If thou one moment leave thy trembling charge, I. 
And truſt me to myſelf, my treach'rous heart Fa 
Will give up all the boundleſs joys to come, A: 
The {miles of God, the raptures of his love, 
For toys, for trifles, droſs and empty dreams. 
My foes are watchful; and my fooliſh heart, 00 
Too eredulous, unguarded and ſecure, It 
Gives eaſy entrance to the fatal arts W 
Of thoſe infernal pow'rs that ſeek my ruin, 
| 
Bur thou canſt break the ſnare ; and hitherto Th 
The Lord has help'd, be thine alone the praiſe ! I Th 
O leave me not at laſt to bring reproach, At. 


Or caſt a blemiſh on thy holy ways. 
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Thou know'ſt my folly, impotence and guilt, 
What darkneſs, what depravity controls 

My nobler pow'rs; how when my riſing thoughts 
Would fix on thee, this mortal part withſtands. 


O BR1NG my ſoul from this deteſted priſon, 
Enlarge it, and my tongue ſhall ſpeak thy praiſe! 


* 
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SOLILO2UY XI. 


Come to my longing ſoul, that I may know 

My union with thee in immortal love : 

This is the ſecret language of my heart. 

| dare appeal to thee, my awful Judge, 
| Whoſe eyes can penetrate my inmoſt thought; | 
Thou art my firſt deſire, my warmeſt wiſh ; | | 
Theſe reſtleſs motions, theſe repeated ſighs | 
Are all addreſs'd to thee; at thee I aim, | 
In theſe imperfect flights, theſe upward views,. 
Theſe frequent glances at the diſtant ſtars 

Fain would they pierce beyond the azure veil, 
And gaze at thoſe tranſporting fights within. 


_— — — — — — 


Could I but ſee the brighter worlds beyond, 
[1 ſhould with joy bid ſun and ſtars adieu, 
With all the beauteous ſcenes their beams diſplay, 


| I'M tir'd, Pm fick of all theſe trifling things, 
The ſhew, the vain amuſements of the world ; 

Thou art my only joy: Again my ſoul 

Atteſts its firſt, its early, glorious choice, 


| 
| 
Pu T out your gaudy lights, ye rolling ſpheres ! | 
| 
| 
| 
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Under my hand (behold, my preſent Judge, 
For thou art here a witneſs to my truth) 
Under my hand I take thee for my portion, 
My preſent bliſs, and all my future hope. 


I casT reproach on ev'ry lower good, 
And look with ſcorn on tranfitory things ; 
Divide them where thou wilt; *tis thou thyſelf, 
Thy ſmiles, the full fruition of thy love 
My panting ſoul purſues: not all the pomp 
Or pleaſure of the ſkies, abſtract from thee, 
Could make me bleſt, or fill theſe large deſires. 


SOLILOZ2UY XIV. 


Tu E hour muſt come, the laſt important hour, 
O let me meet it with expecting joy! | | 
Nor let the king of terrors wear a frown, 
Nor bring unwelcome tidings to my ſoul! 


Wren all the ſprings of life are running low, 
And ebbing faſt in death ; when nature tir'd, 
Trembling and faint, gropes thro? the gloomy vale, 
Nor human aid can pive the leaſt ſupport; 
N Then may the cordials of eternal love 
Pour in divine refreſhments on my ſoul ; 
Then let him ſmile, whoſe gentle ſmiles could chear 
The ſhades of hell, and ſcatter all its gloom, 
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Fox dEr me not in that important hour; 
Recall theſe earneſt ſighs, look kindly o'er 
The long recorded file of humble pray'r 
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dent to thy gracious ſeat : Thou, who at once 

Doſt paſt, and preſent, and the future view, 

Give back an anſwer in that ſullen moment, 

| When all things elſe ſhall fail. No ſound of joy, 
No fight of beauty, no delightful ſcene 

Shall aught avail; nor ſun, nor ſparkling ſtars 

Shall yield one gentle, one propitious ray, 

To gild the fatal duſk, or chear the ſoul. 


TE let the ſun of righteouſneſs ariſe 
With dawning light, and be the proſpect clear 
Beyond the diſmal gulph ; let darting beams 
Of glory meet my view———Be hell defy'd, 

On that triumphant day: O let me give 
A parting challenge to infernal rage, 
And ſing ſal vation to the Lamb for ever! 


SOLILOQUY XV. 


Tnou lovely object of my utmoſt hope, 
Whate'er my ſoul ſtretch'd to its vaſt extent, 
And wide capacity of bliſs can graſp! 
would be from this moment free from all 
Terrene delight, and joy in God alone. 

Here I might ſtill expatiate in the realms. 
Of boundleſs bliſs, and drink the ſprings of life. 
Unſully'd at the native fountain head, 


OTHov that by a ſoft, but certain band 

| Of everlaſting love has drawn my ſoul ; 
Continue the attraction, bring me near, 

Nor let us part for ever! What words can paint: 


The 
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The horrors of that doom, that ſhould divide 
My ſoul from all its bliſs ? accurſt diviſion ! 
O be it ne'er my lot! Let dark oblivion 
Extinguith this frail ſpark of entity, 

Blot me, in mercy blot me from exiſtence, 
Rather than blot me from the book of life! 


Wu ar pangs, what agonies would ſhake my ſoul, 
To take a laſt, a ſad farewel of thee ; 
The rage of love, an everlaſting fre, 
Muſt prey for ever on the ſofteſt ſenſe, 
And feeling of the ſoul —— Rather let looſe 
Thy mighty hand, and cruſh me into nothing ; 
At leaſt efface thy image from my heart, 
Thoſe traces of an excellence divine: 
Tormenting view! if ne'er to be enjoy'd, 
Let me forget thee, and forget myſelf; 
Loſe all remembrance of thy favours paſt, 
Nor e' er recal to mind thoſe bliſsful hours, 
Spent in a ſweet communion with my God, 


SHOULD theſe tranſporting ſcenes return in view, 
F ſure ſhall curſe myſelf, defy the ſaints 
That in thy temple dwell, and ſee thy face: 
Perhaps, this tongue (O emphaſis of woe! 
Ihe loweſt depth, the horror of damnation !) 
Perhaps, this tongue urg'd with infernal rage, 
With impious blaſphemies may wound thy name; 
That dear, adorable, tranſporting name, 
That name imprinted on my inmoſt ſoul, 
That now 1s all my joy, my final hope! 
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$OLILOSUY XVI. 


DRAW me, O draw me! then with eager haſte 
Unweary'd I fhall run the ſacred paths 
Thy word dire&s; but if unmoy'd by thee, 
A lump of dull unanimated clay 
As well might riſe, ' and mean the lofty ſky ; 
As well theſe cold, theſe ſenſeleſs tones may wake, 
May find a living voice, and call thee Father, 


» . 
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IIe, I move, but as thy quick'ning pow'r 
Exerts itſelf, and animates my being ; 

ad longer than thou draw'ſt, I cannot move. 
'or | am weak and vain, my nature ſunk 
From its primæval rectitude and grace, 
Helpleſs and deſtitute of all that's good : 
but thus I humbly caſt myſelf on thee, 
mploring ſuccour at thy gracious hands; 
mploring wiſdom, to evade the wiles 
Vf mv infernal foes, that hourly watch 
y ſteps, to tempt them into fatal ſnares, 
Ind labyrinths of darkneſs. ——Take my hand, 
ind gently lead me in the dang'rous road 
mortal life, this gloomy pilgrimage: 
My great directing light, if thou withdraw, 
wander, and inevitably periſh. 
Ind oh! *tis endleſs ruin, deep perdition ; 
L loſs (diſtracting thought) a loſs that ne'er 
[ iro? everlaſting years can be repair'd; 
he loſs of God, and all the boundleſs joys, 
Ib immortal rapture that his preſence gives. 
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SOLILONQUT XVI. 
Min eyes have ne'er beheld, nor heart conceiy'd 


The wonders of thy face; and yet unſeen R 
Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmeſt love. A 
T live in thee, in thee alone am bleſt ; N 
Thou art my darling thought; my ſoul exults, T 
It boaſts in thee, and triumphs all the day. 1 
That thou art happy gives me perfect joy; 1 
I am at reſt in thee Let kingdoms ſink, E. 
Thou doſt ordain their fall; or let them riſe, A 
Thy pleaſure is fulfll'd——Be thou ſupreme ! 
Be abſolute ! I join my glad aſſent, | 
With all the proftrate angels round thy throne, T 
Unqueſtion'd be thy will! for oh! *tis juſt, 1 
And righteous all thy ways. Be thou ador'd M 
For ever in the heights of majeſty ! Tl 
Thy grandeur fills me with a juſt contempt By 
For all the pomp on earth ; that thou art fair 0 
(O how divinely fair!) gives freſh delight W 
And tranſport to my ſoul, How I rejoice Tl 
To find thee ſtill beyond ſimilitude, ſt 
Still riſing in ſuperior excellence Ne 
To ev'ry lovely thing thy hands have made: 'n 
n 


Ev'n ſeraphim i in their immortal bloom 

Thoſe morning ſtars, the firſt-born ſmiles of war ns 
If once compar'd to thee, their brighteſt charms 
Would fade away, and wither in thy fight. 
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SOLILO2QUY XVII. 


IwtLL not leave thee ; bid me not be gone, 
Repulſe me not, for I will take no nay. 
As thou doſt live, I will purſue thee ſtill, 
Nor e'er let go my hold: Pm fix'd on this, 
To wreſtle with thee till I gain the bleſſing. 
I cannot be deny*d; thy word is paſt, 
'Tis ſeal'd, *tis ratify'd ; thou art oblig'd, 
Engag'd, confin'd by thy own clemency, 
And ſpotleſs truth, to liſten to my call, 


I come, I enter by the ſtrength of faith 
The holy place; thro? the atoning blood 
I kneel, I humbly worſhip at thy ſeat, 
My great requeſt is to-obtain thy grace, 
Thro' my Redeemer's merits : Here's the way 
By which I would approach thy ſacred throne. 
0 let me never meet with a repulſe, 
While I invoke thee by that charming name; 
That name, in which 1s center'd thy delight, 
That name, which at thy own command I uſe; 
Nor can it be in vain——Thy word is paſt ; 
Nor can'ſt thou vary, or deny chyſelt, 
And change thy purpoſes, like fickle man, 


Tax earth ſhall change her form, the ſhining ſkies 
| Shall loſe their light, and vaniſh into ſhade; 

| But not a tittle of thy ſacred word 

| Shall fail the hopes of them that reſt on thee. 
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BE gone, ye impious, unbelieving fears! 
T am a ſinner, freely tis confeſt, 
Unmeriting the leaſt regard from thee ; 

But here the riches of thy grace will ſhine ; 


To thee immortal honour will ariſe, 
When ſuch a worthleſs wretch as I ſhall ſtand 


em amg i dl i 


Acquitted by an act of ſov'reign will 4 
Before thy gracious fight; cleans'd from my guilt | 
By a Redeemer's blood, that healing balm 
For all the wounds within——lIn heav'nly trains 1 
My lips ſhall tell the ſtory of thy grace; 1 
Ages ſhall in a long ſucceſſion roll, 
While the bleſt theme employs my joyful tongue : 
Unbounded gratitude ſhall ſwell my ſoul, 1 
And all its nobler faculties inlarge. : 
SOLILO2UY XIX. : 
VAN ISH my doubts, and let me give the glory 
Due to th' eternal name, by ſtedfaſt faith, 
Hope againſt hope, believe above belief! 
For he that ſaid, is able to perform : 5 
| His word annthilates, his word creates; J 
| And he can open the eternal ſtores, A 
And pour ten thouſand bleſſings on my head, y 
War ſhould'ſt thou bound thyſelf? why ſhould't 2 
thou ſtay A 
The ſacred byaſs of thy glorious nature? N 


For thou art love ſupreme, eſſential love, 
Ev'n my unworthineſs can be no bar, 


$hall 


Il 
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Shall ſinful man grow great by his offence, 
And check the progreſs of almighty grace ? 
Shall duſt and vanity obſtruct the courſe 
Of thy omnipotence, and ſpoil the boaſt 
Of free, of abſolute benignity ? 


Love is thy life, in its tranſcendent height 
And full enjoyment ; thy eternal thought, 
In boundleſs wiſdom, mark'd it as the end 
Of all thy glorious works; and it ſhall riſe 
Triumphant and victorious over all 
The obſtacles that ſeem to check its courſe, 


In this tranſporting, amiable form, 
The mild, the gentle glories of thy nature, 
Let me behold and meet thy gracious ſmiles ; 
Here I can triumph, here my hopes run high; 
They know no bounds, but infinitely free 
Graſp all a bleſt eternity contains. 


SOLILOQUY XX. 
O Gop of ages! view my narrow ſpan, 

Behold how ſhort a period thou haſt ſet 
The limits of my life ! how like a ſhade, 
A paſſing cloud, my vain exiſtence flies! 
Yet all my boundleſs hopes, my future views 
For endleſs ages on this narrow ſpan, 
This little rivulet of time depend : 
And oh! how faſt the gliding current flows! 
Nothing retards its everlaſting courſe ; 
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Ev'n now my haſty moments paſs away, 
Forever, O forever they are gone! 


Idi withev'ry breath; no calling back 
'The niceſt point of all my vain duration, 
"Tis paſt beyond retrieve !——but oh! there reſt 
Eternal things on this important point : 
This ſpan of life, this ſhort allotted ſpan, 
Is all I have to manage for the ſtake 
Of an immortal ſoul; the glorious weight 
Of heav*nly crowns and kingdoms are ſuſpended, 
And oh! if loſt, can never be recall'd. 
This aao, this fleeting tranſitory row, | 
Contains my all; and yet this awful truth 
Sits lightly on my ſoul, and faintly moves 
My drooping pow'rs to action. 
Yet there's a ſtrict account that muſt be made, 
When the great day, the day of reck' ning comes: 


The ſolemn hour draws nigh, nor ſleeps my doom; 


will ſoon decide my everlaſting ſtate, 
And no appeal will ever be allow'd. 


SOLILO92UT XX. 


O TR ov! whoſe glorious, whoſe all- ſeeing eye 
Marks all the dubious paths that lie before me ; 
Who from my mother's womb haſt been my guide, 
And led me thro” the various turns of life; 
Conceal not now thyſelf in darkſome ſhades, 

But let me clearly know thy ſacred will, 
To guide me thro? the wild, uncertain ſcenes 


Of mortal life, and let not hell deceive me ; 


— — — yy *%, D a v4 Gus rod 


I FO — HH}, — — » 


WV = > — 3 


B 


For 


For 


PoE Ms on ſeveral occaſions. 215 


For I am wholly thine ; thou know'ſt I am 
Devoted to thy fear, For this my ſoul, 

Whoſe ſecrets thou can'ſt tell, appeal to thee. 

Oh! thou doſt ſee my thoughts moſt diſtant aims, 
And art my glorious witneſs, how fincere, 

How perfectly my will's reſign'd to thine. 


BzHOLD me here attending thy commands, 
With low ſubmiſſion, oh! behold me here, 
Lining to catch the whiſpers of thy voice; 

In humble filence I attend the ſound, 

And wait thy ſacred orders. _—O determine, 
Determine all my ſteps, and mark my path! 
For I am blind, and bent to vanity. 

The pow'rs of hell conſpire with my own heart 
To lead me on to fin and fatal ſnares: 

But leave me not in the laſt darkſome tracks, 
The cloſing part; let that be all ſerene; 

Let that be ſpent in works of love and praiſe, 
To fit me for the ecſtaſies above. 


As the aſcending ſun new glory gains, 
Till at bright noon he ſhines in full perfection; 
Thus let me reach the higheſt point of virtue, 
As far as frail mortality can riſe : 
Then let me ſet in glory, and in ſmiles. 
Victoria let me ſing: Be thine the crown, 
be thine alone, redeeming grace, the praiſe! 
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| ani 4 
SOLILON2NUY XXI. W 
' TI rave thy word, thou canſt not call it back, W 
I have thy oath, by thy own glorious name M 
Atteſted and confirm'd——Lord, *tis enough! Tl 
My „ fears are all ſubdu'd. 
Go p of my pious fathers! who didſt ſet 
Thy love on them, and chooſe their worthleſs race, | 
Ev'n me, of all thy family the leaſt, Ye 
To magnify thy own peculiar grace; of 
For thy prerogative is abſolute, WI 
And uncontroul'd thy will; whate'er has pleas'd fu 
Thy own unerring counſel thou haſt done. Th 


O THInKx on all thy kind and gracious words; 
And what thy mouth had ſpoken let thy hand 
In ev'ry point fulfil, let nothing fail! 

For thou art rich in grace, tho” I am poor 

In merit, and can nothing claim from thee. 
dare not plead a debt; yet thou haſt ſworn, 
Sworn by the glory of thy holineſs, 

That thou wilt not in any wiſe deceive me. 
Thou all things canſt; ev'n my unworthineſs 
| Can be no bar, no obſtacle to thee : 

| It is not what Tam, but what thou art, 

| | And what thy gracious influence can effect. 

e 

| 

[ 


CAN duſt and aſhes plead deſert before thee ? 
The height of holineſs and majeſty 
Can view no merit in the clay he ſorm'd. 
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put oh! what bounds has goodneſs infinite? 

What limits ſhall almighty love confine ? 

Who works in all things as his counſel guides, 
Mov'd by his own benignity; the ſpring, 

The everlaſting ſpring, from whence ariſe 

All the bright ſchemes, and well-contriv'd deſigns, 
That love in its omnipotence could form. 


Ys heights ineffable. ye wond'rous ways, 
Ye glorious myſteries,. ye trackleſs paths 
Of the great Sov'reign of the earth and ſkies; 
Whate'er I am, whate'er I hope, thro? all 
Futurity, in ev'ry bliſsful ſcene, 
The fountain muſt be free, unbounded grace. 


SOLILO2UY XXII. 


Lo, here I ſtand diveſted of the world ! 
give its empty glories to the wind: 
Forſaking all that mortals covet here, 

come to thee, atteſting thy great name, 

hat thou art ſingly in thyſelf my hope, 


denouncing all things elſe, my fall delight, 


Leer me be baniſh'd to ſome place remote, 
Where no created thing could give me joy: 
et me have ſweet communion there with thee, 
reathe on me there the fragrance of thy love, 
boſe ever-blooming ſweets, and let me hear 
mortal mafic, harmony divine | 
n thy tranſporting voice: Be this my lot, 
nd give the laughing world their jovial choice! 
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How poor, how empty all its joys, compar'd 
To thoſe ſublime, to thoſe exalted pleaſures, 
That break upon my ſoul, when thou doſt ſmile! 


A TIME will come (O haſte the bliſsful day!) 
When I ſhall ſee thy lovely face unveil'd ; 
When theſe bleſt eyes ſhall recreate their views 
With viſions all divine, the dazzling ſcenes 
Of uncreated excellence and light. 


B v T now I love thee diſtant and unſeen : 
I feel a flame, which theſe created things 
In all their pride and ſtudied elegance 
Can never gratify; ſhould they aſſume 
The graces of the ſkies, the higheſt bloom 
Of charms immortal, and unfading life; 
Yet theſe are not my God. 


S nO vb angels open the eternal ſcenes, 
And ſtand reveal'd before my wond'ring eyes 
In all their pomp of ſplendor and perfection: 
Or if bgyond them there are fairer forms, 
Beauties un-nam'd, and unreveal'd to men ; 
Where'er creation ends, the diſtance ſtill 
Is infinite from that for which I pine. 


SOLILO AUT XXIV. 
Wu xx fly my wiſhes? what aſpiring views 
Are theſe that animate my tow' ring hopes ? 
What boundleſs aims does my ambition take? 
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is God himſelf, the great eternal God, 

That ſpread the heav'ns, and kindled all the lights 
That roll on high, *tis he is all my bliſs ! 

My ſoaring thoughts can take no lower aim, 
Thither alone my bold deſires aſcend. 


Vs ſplendors unconceiv'd, ye joys unknown, 
Ye ſights that mortal ken has ne'er explor'd, 
0 when in dazzling pomp will you unfold 
Your fair tranſporting proſpects to my ſoul ? 
This low creation gives me no delight, 
The brighteſt objects ſickens on my ſenſe, 
The ſun and ſtars emit their chearful rays 
In vain; in vain to me the beauteous ſpring 
Her blooming ſweets diffuſes thro” the air; 
In vain her gay variety, her pomp 
Of party colour'd beauties ſhe diſplays : 
Nothing can recreate my drooping thought, 
Or fill the boundleſs vacancy within. 


Wat n ſhall I cloſe my eyes on mortal things, 
And bid theſe dark, theſe guilty ſeats adieu ? 
Break from this priſon, drop this hated chain, 
And ſpring with full enlargement to my God ? 


SOLILO2QUY XXV. 


Tus ſolemn hour draws near, when I muſt ſtand — 
Before the holy, the tremendous judge | 
Vf all the earth, whoſe quick, all-ſearching eye 
ews all the dark receſſes of my ſoul ; 
hoſe ſecret, thoſe impenetrable deeps 
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To mortal ſearch unknown, the cloſe diſguiſe, 
The ſpecious flatteries, whoſe ſoothing wiles 
Impoſe with fair deluſions on my thoughts. 
I know not what TI am; miſtaken views, 

And partial judgment hide me from myſelf, 


O THov that know'ſt my heart, diſcloſe its depths 
Take off the ſpecious, the deceiving maſk, 
And ſhew me to myſelf. I am undone, 

If here miſtaken, flatter'd and deluded 
With empty hopes, and airy expectations: 
An error here will prove eternal ruin, 
Remedyleſs deſpair——O gracious Lord! 
Avert the ſad preſage, the fatal doubt; 
Nor leave me in this comfortleſs ſuſpence. 
If I ſhall ſee thy glorious face in peace, 

If I ſhall meet the beatific light, 

And view that radiant viſion all unveil'd, 
If thoſe bright hopes are not a vain deluſion, 
O ſeal the bliſsful, the tranſporting truth 
With ſacred demonſtration te my ſoul ; 
Diſpel theſe cruel, theſe tormenting doubts, 
With one propitious ray! for oh! my care 
Is of important weight; *tis vaſt eternity, 
"Tis boundleſs glory hangs on the event. 


O coup I know my worthleſs name is writ 
Among the choſen race ; that in the book 
Of life (tranſporting thought!) eternal love, 
And ſov'reign grace has mark'd my glorious lot 
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Warre-e'er thou giv'ſt, the bleſſing muſt be mm 
And undeſerv'd ; for who among the ranks 
That ſhine about thy throne can plead deſert ? 
Who has prevented thee with benefits, - + P 
That he ſhould: proudly claim a recompence ? 


ls, | 
8SOLITLO AUT XXVI. 


SWEET name of Jeſus ! in whoſe ſyllables 
The animating pow'rs of harmony, 

The ſoul of muſic dwells ; thou ſhalt inſpire 
My ſweeteſt numbers on the immortal ſtrings, 
The golden harps of heav'n——My only hope! 
have no other refuge from the ſtorm, 

No rock for ſhelter, no refreſhing ſhade, 
No calm retreat to reſt my weary ſoul. 


Taov Saviour of the ſinful race of man 
For whom deſcending from the heights of glory, 
From ſongs, from triumphs, and the loud applauſe, 
The ſhoutings of ten thouſand times ten thouſand, 
Myriacs of ſhining hoſts, thy bright adorers, 
Thou deign'ſt to quit them all, and veil the form 
Of radiant god-head in a cloud of fleſh, 


Ye T haſt thou ſeen the travail of thy ſoul, 
The purchaſe of thy blood? or is that blood, 
| (Tremendous thought!) or is that blood profan'd, 
Thy grace rejected, and thy love deſpis'd ? 
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Wu y fhines the ſun ? why are the ſtars unſeal'd! 
Why ſpreads the moon her mild indulgent beams 
To chear the midnight ſhades? Why keeps the ſpring 
Aer annual round, and with her vital ſweets 
Perfumes the ſeaſons for a miſcreant race, 


-Ungrateful and provhane! that dares blaſpheme 


'The awful God of nature, and of grace ? 


SOLILO AUT XXVII. 
How ſlowly moves the ſun? how dull the Wheels 
Of nature? Roll along, ye planets, fly 
In ſhorter rounds, and meaſure out my day, 
This tedious day, this interval of woe! 


I' war T with longing looks, and mark the ſkies, 
As men impatient for the breaking morn, 
This world has nothing worth a careleſs thought; 
J have no treaſure here, 'tis all above, 
And there my heart in fix'd attention dwells, 
With juſt diſdain I caſt a languid look 
Around the vain creation ; then repine, 
And half pronounce thoſe various products evil, 
Which God himſelf approv'd, and call'd them good: 
Yet independent of the ſov'reign bliſs, 
They yield no ſolace, give me no repoſe, 


WHrarT have I here to hold my ſoul from thee ? 
To entertain me one ſhort, fleeting hour ? 
I have no friend on earth, and none would have; 
I'm grown a ſtranger here, my heart difowns 
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Acquaintance here ; Pm fick of this vain world, 
Its tireſome repetitions load my ſenſe : 

The ſun's bright eye, in all its circuit, views 
No equal entertainment, none to hold 

My heart in theſe inhoſpitable realms. 


Ye T if I muſt a ſtranger here remain, 
0 condeſcend to viſit theſe abodes, 
And ſpeak in frequent whiſpers to my ſoul ! 
Let me converſe with thee, and hear thy voice! 
Retir'd from men in ſome wild ſolitude, 
My hours would ſweetly paſs, nor ſcek delight 
Beyond that heav'nly bliſs ; there I could reſt [ 
Superior to the turns of human things. | 


Tnese eyes ho more ſhould view the impious ways 
Of human race! theſe ears no longer hear 
The daring blaſphemies that loudly rage 
Againſt that gracious mediating Pow'r, 
That keeps avenging thunder from their heads, 


O rer me die in peace, diſmiſs me hence 
Im but a ſojourner, a ſtranger here; x 
Wand'ring thro' darkſome ways and gloomy wilds, | | 
Beſet with helliſh ſnares, and oft betray'd j 
By a deceitful, treach'rous heart within: 1 
Tir'd with perpetual toil I caſt my eyes, if 
To yonder peaceful worlds, and long for reſt | 1 

| 
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SOLILO92UY XXVI. 


O rnou whoſe wiſdom leads the countleſs lars 
In conſtant order thro? their ſhining. courſe, 
And ſets the blazing ſun his annual race! 
All nature owns thy law; the raging winds, 
And foaming billows in their ſwelling pride 
ReluQant fink at thy commanding voice. 
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Bur I with proſtrate homage at thy feet 
Devote my will obſequious to thy ſway. 
I have nochoice, no conduct, no deſign, 
No wav'ring wiſh that I can call my own ; 
For I am wholly, abſolutely thine : 
And as the potter turns the ductile clay 
AmT in thy almighty forming hands. 
O thou can'ſt mould and faſhion ev'ry thought, 
My paſſions turn, and make me what thou wilt : 
Thy hand can trace the characters divine, 
And ſtamp celeſtial beauty on my ſoul. 
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CREATING Spirit, ſpeak the potent word, 
Let there be light! and cloudleſs day will riſe : 
Diſpel the clouds of ignorance and fin, 

Baniſh whate'er oppoſes thy deſigns 
Of love and grace, and freely work thy will. 


 Conzorm'd to thee, the harmony divine, 
My ſoul would find the moſt exalted bliſs. 
Were there no future hell, no penalties 
To guard thy righteous laws; were there no heav'n, 
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No, 


No ſparkling crowns to recompence the juſt ; 


Yet would my thoughts approve thy pure commands, 


And find exalted pleaſure in the rules 

Thy ſacred word enjoins. Could I but reach 
The rectitude I wiſh, in ſerving thee 

I meet a full reward, and gain the firſt, 

The great deſign for which I had a being : 
breath'd at thy command; and *tis the boaſt, 
The glory of my life, to live for thee. 


SOLILO2QUY xxx. 


My God, ſupport me in that gloomy hour, 
Wheu nature droops, and death's impending ſhade 
With fatal darkneſs hovers o'er my head ; 

When honour, pleaſure, wealth, and mortal friends 
Shall prove but empty names,. unmeaning ſounds, 
And lying ſuccours to my fainting ſoul; 
While hell with all its complicated rage 

Shall raiſe its laſt effort to break my peace, 


REeBUKE the tempeſt then, and let thy voice 
In gentle accents bid the ſtorm ſubſide ; 
And dart a beam of glory on my ſoul, 
When ſhiv'ring on the darkſome verge of life, 
She trembles at the firſt uncertain ſtep, 
That ſets her on the ſtrange, eternal coaſt ; 
Where all is new, amazing and unknown, 
Nor ever yet conceiv'd by human thought, 
In all its energy and livelieſt flights. 


L 5 THEN. 
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Tux be the ſhore or gloomy, or ſerene, 
On which the ſpirit freed from earthly chains 
Shall ſet her dubious foot to meet her judge; 
Whoſe doom will be exact, impartial, juſt ; 
And oh! when paſt, unchangeable and fix'd. 


ETzxnitY !——amazing dreadful word! 
Eternity !——in vain I would explore 
Thy diſtant bounds ; my wand'ring thoughts are loſt, 
I know not where to fix, *tis all confuſion ! 


SOCLILO AU XXX. 

ALMIGHTY love, thou great myſterious theme, 
What eloquence of man can talk of thee? 
What thought has fathom'd thy eternal depths, 
Or meaſur'd out thy lengths ? What angels wing 
Has reach'd thy heights ? What ſeraph's flowing ſong, 
In all the pow'rs of heav'nly harmony, 
Can paint thy charms, and to the raviſh'd ſoul 
Unfold thy beauties to their native light? 


Tnov art the ſplendor of the face divine, 
The bliſs of angels, the delight of ſaints, 
The life, the triumph, and the happineſs 
Of Him in whom the ſprings of joy remain. 


O wu with ſmiles ineffable, with looks 
That dart eternal ecſtaſy and life, 
And all the peace of paradiſe unfold, 
Wilt thou, my God, ſhine on my W ſoul ? 


When 
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When ſhall I meet thy quick'ning influence, 
And ſee that glorious viſion all unveild ? 

The faireſt copies of creating powꝰr, 

Where with tranſcendent art thy ſkilful hand 
Has drawn bright beauty in her heav*nly prime, 
Will fade before the ſplendor of thy face. 


SOLILO2QNUY XXXL. 


WHarT ſhall I ſpeak? how celebrate thy praiſe? 
What language uſe to paint my gratitude? 
The boldeſt words would poorly ſpeak the ſenſe 
Of what my ſoul experiences within. 


Ono thou doſt attract my warmeſt thoughts! 
How am I loſt to all delights, but thoſe 
That from thy love proceed ! how vain this world, 
How empty all its low delights, compar'd 
To thoſe divine, thoſe pure, exalted joys, 
That ſparkle on my ſoul, when thou doſt ſmile? 


Ap yet I ſee but darkly thro? the cloud, 
And catch a glimm'ring ray with eager eyes; 
While thou doſt keep the fuller glories back, 
And hide the ſacred ſplendor of thy throne. 


O Turx the veil aſide! I can but die: 
Shine out, and let the dazzling fight o'ercome 
The pow'rs of nature——'Thus I would expire, 
Thus yield my ſpirit up in ecſtaſy, 
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Ir this muſt bedeny'd; yet come, my Lord, 
Let me have ſuch communion with thee here, 
As ſaints in holy raptures have enjoy'd ; 

Such as may kindle up the life divine, 

Imprint the 1mage of thy holineſs, 

And feed the heav'nly flame; 'till dead to ſenſe, 
And all the falſe attractions of the world, 

I live alone completely bleſt in thee. 


SOLILO92UY XXXILL 


Over me ſhrink to nothing in thy ſight, 
And lay the boaſts of nature at thy feet; 
Be all my pride abas'd to loweſt duſt, 

There lie whate'er my vanity calls worth ! 
Corruption, miſery and guilt is all 

I have to boaſt; this is indeed my own, 
My righttul claim, my juſt inheritance. 


Bur hence thy praiſe ſhall ſpring, thy glories riſe 


My indigence ſhall raiſe thy triumphs high. 

A wond'rous inſtance of forgiving love, 

In its divine magnificence diſplay'd, 

I ſhall forever ſtand : forever ſtand 

A monument of free, unbounded grace, 

That choſe a wretch like me to ſhew its pow'r; 
That triumph'd in its own victorious ſtrength, 
O'er ev*ry oppoſition hell could raiſe, 


How wond'rous are thy ways, almighty love ? 
How much above the narrow thoughts of men ! 
Lord, whence is this to me? to me fo vile, 
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80 guilty, ſo unworthy ef thy grace? 

When thouſands paſs unbridled to perdition, 
O why am l thus graciouſly r{train'd: 

'Tis thou haſt done it by thy ſovereign right, 
And who ſhall aſk thee why ? 


WrarTcanlT ſpeak? I muſt be filent here, 
Or loſt in wonder, breathe imperfe& ſounds ; 
Yet read my thought, the gratitude, the praiſe 
I would return—for human language fails. 


SOLILO2QUY XXXIL 


BL ES H Jeſus! *tis thy name to which I truſt 
My nobleſt intereſt, my ſuperior hopes ; 
Thou covert from the ſtorm, a hiding place 
From the black tempeſt of avenging wrath ! 
I ſee my guilt, but this augments the debt 
Of gratitude and love; I ſee my guilt, 
But ſee it cancell'd by redeeming blood, 


TzansPORTING thought! how ſhall I ſpeak my joy? 
In what gay figures paint the ecſtaſy ? 

O may'ſt thou reign exalted and ador'd, 

Ador'd on earth, as in the higheſt heav'n! 

With all the ſhouting myriads round thy throne 

| join my grateful voice—Ye glitt'ring crowds, 

Receive a mortal militant below : a 

To your triumphant choir ; with you Þ 11 bleſs 

My great Redeemer's name—tranſporting name ! 

'Lis graven on my heart, 'tis deep impreſt, 


Immortal 
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Immortal is the ſtamp ; nor life, nor death, 
Nor hell, with all its pow'rs, ſhall blot it thence. 
F FY 

Tuo joy of angels, the deſire of nations, 
The hope, the glorious hope of all mankind ! 
What ſhall I ſpeak, what gentle language uſe, 
When thou art my tranſporting tender theme? 
The tongues of angels cannot reach a ſtrain 
Too ſolemn, too pathetic to expreſs 
The charming ſentiments I feel for thee. 


Ho w dear thou art, how precious to my ſoul, 
Tis thou alone can'ſt tell ——O fairer far 

Than all thy wond'rous works! what excellence 
Bears thy fimilitude ? Thy Father's image, | 
The plenitude, the brightneſs of his glory. 

The eloquence of heav'n is far below 

Thy worth; for thou art infinite perfection, 

The fullneſs of the Godhead dwells in thee. 
Thine is the pow'r, the kingdom, and the glory; 
All, all is chine in the high heav'ns above, 

On earth, and in the deep May ev'ry tongue 
In bleſſing thee be bleſt; may bleſſings fall 

In torrents on their heads that plead thy cauſe; 
Smile on their active piety and zeal, 
Strengthen their hands, and fortify their hearts, 
With peace divine and holy conſolation. 

Let them appear bright as the vig'rous ſun, 
When tow'ring from his clear meridian height, 


He fills the ſpacious firmament with glory, 


80 
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So let them proſper, while thy vanquiſh'd foes 


In humble homage bow beneath thy feet! 


From ſea to ſea be thy great empire ſpread, 
And let the utmoſt iſles thy glory ſee : 
The eaſtern king their incenſe then ſhall bring, 
And ſweet Sabea's groves ſhall bloom for thee. 


SOLILO2UY XXXIV. 


Loox down, with pity, gracious Lord, look down, 
From thy unbounded heights of happineſs, 
On me a wretched, but a ſuppliant ſigner. 
Thy times are always; mine will ſoon be paſt, 
And meaſur'd out; while thine are ſtill unchang'd: 
In boundleſs life, and undiminiſh'd bliſs 
Thou ſitt'ſt ſecure; while all created things 
In a perpetual motion glide along, 
And ev'ry inſtant change their fleeting forms. 


O Bt not ſhack to hear! my time is wing'd, 
See how my ſun declines ! 'tis ſinking faſt, 
And dying into darkneſs ; the night is near, 
The fatal night of death, when I ſhall ſleep 


UnaRtive in the damp and gloomy grave. 


Tunis is th' important hour, the hour of grace 
And offer'd life; ſalvation hangs upon it. 
Nor let my importunity offend thee, 
Tis now, *tis now or never I muſt ſpeed; 
This day, this hour, this fleeting moment's more 


Than 
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That I can boaſt, or truly call my own; 
Ev'n now it flies tis gone tis paſt for ever 


Bur oh! the ſtrĩct account I have to give 
Remains uncancel'd; yet my pardon ſtands, 
Perhaps, unſeal'd, or not to me confirm'd. 
Regard my anguiſh while I call aloud 
For mercy, and a ſignal of thy love. 

Before I die, O let my longing ſoul 
Receive an earneſt of its future bliſs ! 


SOLILO2UY XXXV. 


B thou alone advane'd !—if there's a thought 
Of fayour plac'd on me, let it be all 


Devoted to the Lord. May'ſt thou ſtand high T 
In ev'ry heart, tho* I am wholly loſt T 
In dark obſcurity—Be thou advanc'd ! T 
This is my nobleſt, my ſuperior end, 0 


My great deſign, my everlaſting view. 
O n= thy intereſt ſafe, thy cauſe ſecure! 


Whatever clouds hang on my future hours, Fn 
I paſs them all, thy ſacred will be done! in 
I am of no importance to myſelf, Ve 
Be thou alone exalted! All my foul of 
Bows to thy grandeur, offers ev'ry thought 

Of love and honour, friendſhip and eſteem, I 
To thee ; whatever kind impreſſion's rais'd. Wh 


In any heart for me, let it be thine ! No 


AL 1, glory be to thee! *tis juſtly due; 
Mine is but borrow'd at thy gracious hands ; 
My light is but a faint reflected ray, 

From thee its ſacred ſource -O may it guide 
My ſoul with conſtant energy to thee ! 


Tu ov art my boaſt, my treaſure, and my joy! 
Content with thee, in ſolitary ſhades 
am at reſt, nor miſs the vain delights 
This world can give, or with deceiving ſhews, 
And lying viſions, promiſe to my hopes. 


Mix eyes have ne'er beheld, nor heart conceiv'd 
The wonders of thy face; and yet unſeen 
Thou doſt attract and raiſe my warmeſt love: 
The cauſe is all divine, above the reach 
Of reaſon's boldeſt and moſt daring flight. 


SOLILO2QUY XXXVI. 


OrairesT of ten thouſand ! whoſe bright ſmiles 
Enlighten heav'n, and open paradiſe 
In all its bliſsful and tranſporting ſcenes, 
Vouchſafe me but a ſhort, a tranſient glimpſe 
Of thy fair face, if I can gain no more. 


Forxctive the fond impatience of my heart, 
Which dwells on thee, and has no other joy, 
No entertainment in this loneſome world; 
'Tis all a diſmal emptineſs to me. 
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Hence all ye clouds, ye ſeparating ſhades, 
Which hide his charming face! Ye days and hours 
Dance on your ſpeedy courſe, and let us meet 
Riſe thou bright morning ſtar, the joy of heay'n, 
The beauty and the pride of paradiſe, 

The bliſs of angels, their eternal theme, 
While in high tranſports they enjoy thy ſmiles ! 
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I MvsrT talk on, the glorious ſubje& warms 


My wid'ning foul ; I feel immortal life, | 
And taſte the joys of heav'n—Thou art my heav'n, 
The land of light and love, my fulleſt hope ! | 
I have no other wiſh in all the round 7 
Of endleſs years. Thou from the morning's womb , 
Haſt ſtill the dew, the fragrant dew of youth: | 
Eternal bloom ſits ſmiling in thy looks, [ 
Heav'n opens in the ſplendor of thine eyes, 1 
And ſtreams in torrents of eternal light. 0 
Tu u voice is muſic, harmony itſelf : 
In its tranſporting charms—Ye golden harps 
Which angels tune, for ever filent lie; 
Let me but hear my Lord's ſweet, gentle voice, F 
Breathing celeſtial ſolace to my ſoul, L 
And peace ineffable, the peace of God. M 
$OLILOQUY xxxvn. 1 
O Jz$vs! let eternal bleſſings dwell Br 
On thy tranſporting name; let ev'ry tongue A 
In heav'n and earth conſpire, above, below, C 


Where 
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Where'er creation ſtretches out its besunds ; 

Let them with me unite to praiſe my King, 

My Lord, my Life, my gracipus Ranſomer ! 
Who bought my ſoul from hell at the high price 
Of his own ſacred blood; amazing love 
Unutterable grace! Here let me fix 

My ſoul in an eternal ecſtaſy. 


LzT me be wholly thine from this bleſt hour. 
Let thy lov'd image be for ever preſent ; 
Of thee beall my thoughts, and let my tongue 
Be ſanctify'd with the celeſtial theme. 
Dwell on my lips, thou deareſt, ſweeteſt name! 
Dwell on my lips, *till the laſt parting breath! 
Then let me die, and bear the charming ſound 
[n triumph to the ſkies. —In other ſtrains, 
In language all divine, III praiſe thee then ; 
While all the Godhead opens in the view 
Of a Redeemer's love Here let me gaze, 
Forever gaze; the bright variety 
Will endleſs joy and admiration yield, 


Leer me be wholly thine from this bleſt hour, 
Fly from my ſoul all images of ſenſe, 
Leave me in ſilence to poſſeſs my Lord: 
My life, my pleaſures flow from him alone, 
My ſtrength, my great ſalvation, and my hope. 
Thy name is all my truſt—O name divine! 
Be thou engraven on my inmoſt ſoul, 
And let me own thee with my lateſt breath, 
Confeſs thee in the face of ev'ry horror, 
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That threat'ning death or envious hell can raiſe ; 
Till all their ſtrength ſubdu'd, my parting ſoul 
Shall give a challenge to infernal rage, 

And ſing ſalvation to the Lamb forever. 


To him, my glorious Ranſomer, I'll ſing ; 
To him my heart ſhall gratefully aſcribe 
The crown of conqueſt, his unqueſtion'd right : 
While liſt'ning angels pleas'd fhall here me tell 
The wonders of his love, the ftrange event 
Of his ſurprizing grace. Tranſporting theme 
Where ſhall the ſong begin? Turn back the rolls 
Of vaſt eternity—ſtill, backward ſtill 
The dazzling records turn—Where ſhall I find 
The glorious point? where fix the ſhining date, 
When everlaſting love defign'd my bliſs ? 
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Tov who canſt make a paſſage thro' the ſea, 
And find a way amidſt the rolling waves; | 
Thou who canſt open wide, and none can ſhut, 
Unfold the gates of braſs! break all the bars 
Of oppoſition ! let the mountains fink, 

And ev'ry valley riſe to level plains! 

Be darkneſs light, and let the ſmiling ſun 

Of righteouſneſs, the bright, the morning ſtar, 
Ariſe in all the glories of the Godhead ! 
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suis out, and let the clear diſtioguiſh'd rays f 
Convince thy proudeſt foes, and chear the hopes L 
Of thoſe that love thee, love thee, tho' unſeen ; 


Whoſe 


| 
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Whoſe wounded ears now bear the loud reproach 
Of thy inſulting foes, whoſe fainting hearts 
Bleed in the wide diſhonours of thy name. 


OE the ſkies! divide the firmament ! 
Break the long ſtanding pillars of the earth! 
Let the hills tremble! let the foreſts flame, 
To make thy greatneſs known ! Be thou confeſt ! 
Be thou in full Divininity reveal'd! 
And let the wreck of nature grace thy triumph ! 


SET open wide the everlaſting gates! 
Ye heav*nly arches, lift your heads on high, 
And let the King of glory in the pomp 
Of majeſty ineffable deſcend ! 
The nations then ſhall own thee for their God, 
And ev'ry tongue confeſs th* almighty Judge. 


We ſhall theſe eyes behold that welcome day, 
That glorious, happy, long expected period? | 
When ſhall my voice join with the gen'ral ſhout 
Of nations, languages, and tribes redeem'd ? 

When ſhall I hail the triumphs of that day, 
When thou ſhalt riſe in the full heights of glory, 
Darken the ſun, confound the brighteſt ſtar, 
Blaze in the ſplendor of the Deity, 

Thy Father's image perfectly expreſt ? 


Tx en ſhall the loud, the univerſal ſhout, 
'TIS FIN ISH”D! echo thro? the wide creation; 
Loud triumphs ſound, and hallelvjahs ring, 


The 
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The glory, the dam nion is the Lord's, 
And God omni potent fball reign forever ! 


SOLILO2UY XXXIX. 


Tay word is paſt, look on theſe ſacred lines, 
This heav'nly volume; here, great God, are writ 
The records of thy truth, thy ancient works, 

The bright memorials of thy pow'r and love; 
To thy immortal honour, to the joy 
Of ev'ry ſaint, they ſtand collected here. 


Cox rIx A thy promis'd grace, which Lhave made 

My boaſt, my triumph and peculiar aid. 
O make me not aſham'd? for I have ſpoke 
With confidence undaunted for thy name, 
Thy honourand approv'd veracity. 
And now I come diſtreſt, and looking round 
On human helps in vain: theſe lying aids 
Excite my ſcorn, I view them with contempt. 
Counſel and wiſdom, friendſhip's gentle voice 
Is a deceitful found: I dare not reſt 
Below the ſkies for guidance or protection; 
On thee alone, and not on erring man 
I caſt myſelf: O kindly guide my ſteps 
In all the paths of righteouſneſs and peace ! 
On thee alone, the everlaſting rock, 
On thee alone I reſt; my father's God, 

My mother's early truſt, to thee I look. 
O let my ſoul rejoice, rejoice in God, 
Boaſt in his truth, and triumph all the day 


In 
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ſn his almighty name, and gracious aid! 
ze his veracity and truth my ſong ! 


THERE is no help, no confidence below: 
But who relies on thy almighty arm, 
A ſure defence ſhall find; who on thy word 
Securely reſts, ſhall never be deceiv'd. 


Canthe Moſt- High repent ? can he recall 
His ſacred oath, and make his promiſe vain ? 
0 that be far from thee, T truth divine, 
Th eternal rectitude, whoſe plighted word 
Stands firmer than the baſis of the earth ! 
And when its mighty pillars to the depth 
Of their foundations fink, when yonder ſkies, 
Grown old, ſhall crack thro? all their cryſtal wy 
Thou undecay'd in endleſs equity, 
In glory and unſpotted truth ſhalt ſhine. 


SOLILON2UY XL, 


I cALL not you that on Parnaſſus ſit, 
And by the flow'ry banks of Helicon, 
Circle your brows with fading coronets; 
While ſome romantic hero you adorn 
With lying epithets, and airy praiſe-: 

Or ſome fantaſtic lover's fate rehearſe 
In notes that with a ſoft, inticing art, 
A charming, but pernicious magic draw 


The chaſteſt minds from virtue's ſacred paths, 


239 


Too | 


240 POR MS on ſeveral occaſions, 


Too long inſpir'd by theſe unhappy flames, 
Jn rural ſhades I ſung the boaſted pow'r, 
And own'd the falſe divinity of love; 
Reclaim'd, no longer I your aid implore, 

But you, celeſtial muſes, I invoke. 

Ye muſes, who above the lofty ſky 

Sit crown'd with wreaths of never fading light, 
And on your ſilver lutes, immortal ſongs, 
Along the bliſsful ſtreams that warbling flow, 
With ſoft inimitable ſkill recite; 

Aſſiſt me, while with an advent'rous flight 

To everlaſting gloriesI aſpire ; 

While HE, the firſt almighty Cauſe, with you 
In flowing numbers I attempt to ſing. 
From him, like you, I took the vital ray, 
Him, as the ſpring of my exiſtence, praiſe ; 
Tho? not with you, his happier race, allow'd 
To view the bright unveil'd Divinity, 

By no audacious glance from mortal eyes 
Thoſe myſtic glories are to be profan'd : 

Yet me may ſafely in reflection meet 

His ſcatter'd beams, and find in all his works 
The God in ſhining characters impreſt. 


I TxACE him round me now with vaſt delight, 
Among the laviſh ſprings that proudly roll 
Their filver riches o'er the painted meads : 
Here ſpreading into broad tranſparent lakes, 
Smooth as the face of heav'n they ſilent flow; 
The ſparkling ſun the beauteous ſurface gilds, 
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Which double glory to the ſky reflects: 

Here under cloſe impending ſhades they ereep, 
And roll along complaining to their ſhores. 
The verdant meadows, and extending plains, 

la all their pride and ſpringing beauties dreſt, 
The winding valleys and aſcending hills, 
The moſly rocks, the bow'rs and lofty groves, 
The ev*ning cloſe, and chaunt of various birds, 
The ſportive wind, and ſoftly whiſp'ring breeze, 
Conſenting, all acknowledge thou art far 

More lovely and ſurpaſſing fair than they. 


Tay glory in her filent courſe the moon, 
And nightly lamps in their obſcure ſojourn, 
The morning ſtar with its bright circlet crown'd, 
And early bluſhes of the day reveal. 


Tu circling ſun thy glory manifeſts ; 
Whether aſcending from the eaſtern wave, 
ith glancing ſmiles he chears the dewy fields ; 
Ir mounted to the zenith's lofty height, 
He blazes with tranſcendent glory crown'd ; 
Ir down the ſteep of heav'n he rolls amain 
Ind ends his flaming progreſs in the ſea ; 
rom eaſt to weſt thy greatneſs he proclaims, 
Ind thro? his radiant kingdoms ſpreads thy praiſe. 


Tuo v rid'ft upon the wild, tempeſtuous wind, 
nd flying ſtorms obey thy pow'rful voice; 
ublime on clouds thy dark pavilion's ſet, 


Fith ſhades and gloomy majeſty involv'd. 
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u v hands the pointed lightnings lance around, 


While peals of thunder ſhake the firmament : f 
At thy approach the kindling foreſts ſmoke, [ 
And from their baſe the trembling mountains ſtart; 1 
The rivers ebb and flow at thy command, F 
Obſerve their wonted courſe, or run reverſe ; A 
At thy rebuke the frighted waves divide, T 
And with ſtupendous motion backward roll A 
Their cryſtal valumes to their inmoſt ſprings, U 


Tov all things canſt—thy mighty mandates heard lo 
Neceſſity and nature are no more; 
Th' obedient elements diffolve their league, 


And weaderful W Ann the God. 
Tu us far we trace thee by onerring lights, Ye 
But what thou art beyond is ſtill unknown; ow 
We launch in vain into the deep abyſs, £ 
Thro? vaſt infinity thou fly*ſt our ſearch. - 
'$OLILO9UY XL. ” 

Ys lagging months and years, take ſwiſter wings, 95 


And bring the promis'd day, when all my hopes 85 
Shall be fulfill'd; when that reſplendent face, 


Which vonder folding clouds conceal, ſhall dawa i 
With everlaſting ſmiles, ſmiles that inſpire der 
Immortal life and undecaying joy. An 
Bleft period! why art thou ſo long delay'd ? | 
O ſtretch thy "ſhining wings, and leave behind on 


The lazy minutes in their tedious courſe ? 


855 
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I caLL in vain; the hours muſt be fulfill'd, 
And all their winding circles meaſur'd out 3 
In grief and wild complaints I yet muſt wait 
The day, and tell my ſorrows to the winds ; 
Forlora I thro' the gloomy woods mult ſtray, 
And teach the murm'ring ſtreams my tender theme: 
The woods and ſtreams already know my grief, 
And oft are witneſs to the mournful tale; 
While the pale moon in filent-majeſty 
Her midnight empire holds, and all the ſtars 
ln ſolemn order on her ſtate attend. 


Taou moon, I cry, and all ye ling'ring ſtars, 
How long muſt you theſe tedious circles roll ! 
When ſhall the great commiſſion'd angel ſtay 
Your ſhining courſe, and with uplifted hand, 
Swear by the dread unutterable Name, 

That Time ſhall be no more? 


Txen you no more fhall turn the rolling year, 
Nor lead the flow'ry ſpring, nor gently guide 
The ſummer on with all her various ſtore; 
Great nature then thro? all her diff rent works 
Shall be transform'd, the earth and thoſe gay ſkies 
Shall be no more the ſame! A brighter ſcene 
ducceeds, and paradiſe in all its charms 
Renew'd ; but far the bliſsful ſtate improv'd, 
And fit for minds to whom the mighty Maker 
Shall give the glorious viſion of his face, 
Unveil'd and ſmiling with eternal love. 
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| O rxF1NntTe delight! my eager ſoul 

f Springs forward to embrace the promis'd joy, 

And antedates its heav'n. The lightſome fields, 

f And bliſsful groves are open to my view, x 
The ſongs of angels and their ſilver lutes f 
Delight me, while th' Omnipotent they ſing. " 
On all his glorious titles long they dwell, 5 
But Love, unbounded Love, commands the fong ; * 
Their darling ſubject this, and nobleſt theme, WW 
Here let my raviſh'd ſoul forever dwell, 9 


Here let me gaze, nor turn one careleſs look 
On yonder hated world, here let me drink | 
Full draughts of bliſs, and bathe in boundleſs floods 
Of life and joy, here let me ſtill converſe. 


Ir cannot be! mortality returns. 

Ve radiant ſkies, adieu! ye ſtarry worlds, 
Ye bliſsful ſcenes, and walks of paradiſe! 
I muſt fulfil my day, and wait the hour 


That brings eternal liberty and reit. 


J ver while I ſojourn in this gloomy waſte, 
| And trace with weary ſteps life's doubtful road; 
Permit me, ye gay realms, permit me oft 
Ta viſit you, and meditate your joys. 
Whether my part in this great theatre 
Be joyous or ſevere, let the fair hopes, 
The charming proſpect of eternal reſt, 
Be preſent with my ſoul, mix with my joys, 
And ſoften all my intervals of grief. 
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1 w1L not let thee go without a bleſſing; 
by thy great name I enter my proteſt, 
Never to leave thee, till I ſee thy word 
Accompliſh'd to my vows, till thou with full 
And cloudlefs demonſtration to my ſoul 
Reveal thy promis'd grace—Regard my ſighs, 
My ſecret pantings to be near to thee! 
Wilt thou forever fly my earneſt ſearch, 
Shut out my pray'r, and keep this painful diſtance? 


Wue nE is the obſtacle, the fatal bar, 
The curſt partition, that divides my foul 
From all its joys ? *Tis fin, deteſted fin ! 
from hence ariſe theſe ſeparating clouds, 
Theſe ſullen ſhadows that conceal thy face, 
And darken all the proſpect of my bliſs. 


Zur thou the fair, the bright, the morning ſtar, 
Canſt with thy darting glories chaſe theſe ſhades, 
Ind break the thick, the complicated night. 

In great forgiveneſs thou wilt raiſe thy name; 

And much forgiven, I ſhall love thee much, 

Ind ſtand a glorious inſtance of thy grace; 

here fin abounds, its luſtre ſhall abound. 

y grateful heart and tongue to praiſes tun'd, 


dall tell with tranſport the amazing heights 
Vf love, of wiſdom, of redeeming grace. 
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Iss us! my only hope, my advocate, 


FF 


a My gracious mediator! O defend.  , ' .. 
_. My trembling guilty ſoul, from all the dorms 4 
q Of wrath divine! be thou a hiding-pla e, p 


A covert from the wind, a ſafe retreat 

From all the terror of avenging pow'r, 
uf And juſtice infinite! Thy blood can cleanſe 

My deepeſt ſtains, and purify my ſaul 8 

From all its native, and contracted guilt: 
In that clear fountain of immortal liſe | 
＋ Let me be cleans'd and throughly ſanQify'd. = 

I come a helpleſs, miſerable wretch,' - 1 

And throw myſelf, and all my future hopes 
On mercy infinite; reject me not, 
Thou Saviour of the ſinful race of men l. 
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NSS RR SAGR. SAR. 
WH CW NIC RNIET NIE 
A PARAPHRASE on CANTICLES, 
In blank verſe. 
A DIVINE PAST ORAL. 


| Auguſt, 1735. 
CBATTER L 
SHE. 
Come! and with thy balmy kiſſes ſooth 
Theſe holy languiſhments, and let thy breath 
Wich vital fragrance chear my drooping pow'rs: -  / 
Not ſpicy wines with their delicious ſcent, 
And cordial flavour, ſo revive the ſoul. 


Tay name is muſic! when I mention thee, 
Celeſtral ſweetneſs fills the ambient air: 
The liſt'ning virgins find the heav*nly charm, 
Confeſs thy worth, and catch the ſacred flame. 


O DRAW me with the ſoft, reſiſtleſs bands 
Of gentle love, and I wall follow thee 
To theſe fair chambers, where my gracious King 
With royal banquets feaſts my longing ſou), 
And ſeals his truth in ſacramental wine, 
But who can paint the riſing ecſtaſy 
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His preſence gives, while on his charming face 
Sos ning Lauty, and immortal love? 


Haves I deſerv'd this grace? my conſcious heart 
Forbids the guilty boaſt; for I am black | 
As Kedar's tents ; expos'd at burning noon 

The ſultry ſun has ſtain'd my native hue, 

But who ſhall aſk my glorious Lover why 

His favours, thus unmerited, are plac'd ? 


Cop ver me, thou more dear to me than life! 
Conduct me where thy ſnowy floeks are fed, 
In verdant meads among the living fprings 
That gently wind around their flow'ry banks: 
There let me ſhelter'd in the cool receſs 
Of ſome delightful ſhade, repoſe at noon ; 
Nor ever from thy ſacred paſtures ſtray 
In paths unknown, nor hear a ſtranger's voice, 


H E. 

T nov faireſt object that the world can boaſt ! 
Keep near the ſhepherds tents ; thy little kids 
May there ſecurely feed, and ſafely reſt, 

Follow the Licating of my harmleſs flocks, 
And mark their foor-ſteps on the graſſy plain. 


WHarT artleſs graces on thy mien appear! 
Not Pharah's manag*d feeds with eaſier ſtate, 
In golden reins, the royal chariot draw, 
Where'er I gaze, new beauties charm my fight. 
The ſparkling pendants on thy bluſhing cheeks 
More warmly glow, while from thy lovely neck 
The circling chain new blandiſhment receives. 


T'L 
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Y 2 nymphs of Salem, with your niceſt art 
Prepare the nuptial veſt: On braided gold, 


Let ſilver foliage round the border ſhine, 


| SHE. 

WHILE at his royal board the heavenly King 
Vouchſafes to entertain his joyful gueſts, 
Let all my fpikenard yield its rich perfume : 
But oh! what ſweetneſs like his roſy breath? 
Not myrrhe new bleeding from the wounded tree, 
Nor bleſt Arabia thro? her ſpicy. groves 
Such fragrance blows, He all the ſilent night 
Shall lean his head upon my peaceful breaſt. 


As cluſt'ring camphire, with a livelier green- 
Diſtinguiſh'd, in Engedi's vineyard ſtands, 
Thus with peculiar charms thy heav'nly form 
Surpaſſes all the pride of human race. 
Not half ſo bright the eyes of doves as thine, 
Their luſtre all ſimilitude exceeds: 
Deſcription faints, when I would talk of thee, 


Bur I ſhall praiſe thee in a loftier ſtrain, 
When in the btlifeful bow'rs above we meet; 
Thoſe glorious manſions rais'd by ſkill divine, 
Where crown'd with peace and ever-verdant youth, 
The jocund hours dance on their endleſs round. 


M 5 SATT 
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Cn Ter II. 


HE. 


2 
A B LO O M „ ke thine the verge roſe Aiſplays 
On Sharor's flow'ry lawn; fo pure a white 
The Fragrant lily of the valley wears: 
As theſe among the rambling briars un 
My rn * de of the land, 


| 8 E Z. 
My prince diſtinguiſh'd with ſuperior charms, 
Out- ſhines the brighteſt of the ſons of men; 
As ſome tall- tree, with golden apples crown'd, 
Stands eminent, the glory of the grove ; 
Beneath his cooling ſhade reclin'd I fate, 
And ſooth'd my taſte with the delicious fruit. 


Me to his houſe of banquetting the 1 1 
With gracious ſmiles invites, and o' er my head 
The banners of immortal love diſplays; 

Its facred myſteries unfolded there, 
Emblazon'd, ſhew the triumphs of his grace. 


W 1 T = flowing bowls from life's eternal ſpring, 
And heav'nly fruits refreſh my fainting ſoul; 
For I am fck of love.—0 let. me lean 
My drooping head upon thy downy breaſt; 
While thy left arm ſupports me, let thy right 
Kindly infold me in a chaſte embrace. 
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H E. 


FER U SALE M's fair daughters, that 5 
The princely bowers, I charge you bx the hinds, 
The nimble roe-bucks, and the ſportive fawns, 
(Your ſylvan joys) I charge you not to wake 
My ſleeping Love, nor break her golden reſt. 


War heav'nly muſic ſteals upon the dawn? 
'Tis-my Beloved's voice! behold ! he comes, 
Light as a bounding hart along the hills ; 


Now thro? the lattice darts his radiant eyes, 


And in this gentle language calls me forth. 
© Ariſe, my Charmer! ſee! the morning breaks 
© In roſy ſmiles;. the win'try ſtorms are gone, 
The fragrant ſpring, with flow'ry chaplets crown'd, 
Leads on her jovial train; the feather'd race 
In artleſs harmony unite their trains, 
© While cooing turtles murmur in the glade ; 
© The pregnant fig-tree ſhoots,” the purple vine 
With promis'd cluſters chears the pruner's hope; 
Nature in all her vernal glory fhines: 
Ariſe, my Fair! ariſe, and come away! 
H E. 

Fou the cool grotto's of the marble rock: 
Come forth, my Dove, diſplay thy lovely face, 
And let thy charming voice delight mine ear; 
Thy voice is muſic, harmony divine, 
And in thy face celeſtial beauty ſmiles, . 


E. 
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vr keepers of my vineyard, ſpread the toils 
To catch the wily foxes, that deftroy 
The ſwelling cluſters rich with purple juice. 


SHE. 
M y Lord is mine, and I am wholly his 
By purchas'd right, and voluntary vows, 
Among the lilies he delights to walk, 
Himſelf more fragrant, and more fair than they ! 


Os rA] nor leave me *till the morning rays 
Break from the eaſt, and diſſipate the gloom : 
Then if I muſt a while thy abſenſe mourn, 

Swift as the hart on Berber's airy hills, 
Return again, and bleſs my longing eyes. 


CHAPTER III. i 


S H E. 


7 WAS night, when on my reftleſs bed I ſought, 
8 But ſought in vain the partner of my cares, 
For he was now withdrawn : In ſoft complaints 

I breath'd my grief, but there was no reply. 

With hafte I riſe, and thro' the ſpacious ſtreets 
Diſtracted rove; at laſt, the nightly watch 

I met, but they no conſolation give. 
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Not far from them my weary feet had gone, 
Eer the bright object of my love appear'd ; 
Eager I claſp'd him in my folded arms ; 
Then gently drew him to my mother's houſe, 
The facred ſeat where firſt our mutual flames 
With folemn vows, and holy rites were ſeal'd. 


Vinerns of Salem, by the foreſt ro, 
And ſkipping fawn, I charge you not to wake 
My flumb'ring Lord, nor break his loft repoſe. 


$s x! where he comes from his ſequeſter'd bow Ts 
And with celeſtial fragrance fills the air, 
Perfum's with all the aromatic coſt, | * 
That rich Sabæa's ſpicy groves produce: | 
Such ſweets in clouds of holy incenſe riſe, 
When eaſtern odours on the altar ſmoke. 


TAI regal bed a valiant guard ſurrounds ; 
Threeſcore the boldeſt ſans of Fudah's race, 
With each a ſword girt on his manly thigh, 
To free the night from terror and alarm. 


Kinc Solomon with wond'rous art pre pat'd 
A chariot blazing with imperial coſt : 
The frame was poliſh'd waod from Lebanon, 
Its pedeſtals of gold, in equal height 
The filver pillars roſe, the gay ſupport 
Of purple curtains, proud with Yyrian dye, 
The feat beneath was ſoftly pay'd with love. 


Dauvenhrzzs 


———— 
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DavcaTERs of Salm, ſee the Hebrew King 
Crown'd with the beauteous wreath his mother plac d 
About his temples, on that happy day 
When bridal rites completed all his bliſs! 


+$$+$$0+0000$$0+$54$4 34 
CHAPTER IV. 
* H E. ; 
HAT ſparkling language can deſcribe my fair? 


Not all the various charms that nature boaſts, 
In gay fimilitudes can reach * worth. 


Lzss mild than her's the eyes of doves appear.. 
Her treſſes waving tothe ſporting wind, | 
Look like the friſking kids on Gibas plain. 

In equal rows her teeth'appear more white 
Than ſheep new-ſhorn, waſh'd in the cryſtal. brook. 
Her lips like threads of ſcarlet : When ſhe ſpeaks 
In ſweeteſt ſounds the melting accents flow. 

Her roſy cheeks glow thro? the flowing curls, 

Like ripe pomegranates bluſhing on the tree. 

Like David's lofty tow'r her graceful neck, 

Circlcd with gems, as that with glitt'ring ſhields, 
Her breaſts; the ſeat of innocence and truth, 
Harmleſs and white as twins of gentle roes, 

Which in ſome fragrant ſpot of lilies feed. 


nl ; Til. 
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2 8 golden 3 
Diſpels the gloom, and chears the duſky ſæy, 
Pll haſten to the hills of frankincenſe, : 
And dropping myrrhe ; while thro? the filent ſhades 
Refreſhing gales theis balmy breath diffuſe. - 40h 


How fair —— how ſpotleſs in my fight! 
Retura, my Love, from Lebanon with me 

To Shenir's groves, and: Hermon's flow'ry plain. 
Look from the top of Amana, nor fear 

The ſpotted leopard, or the hon's range.. 


A THOUSAND graces lighten in thy eyes; 
la pleaſing chains thy captive I am held, 
My Spouſe! my Siſter! -[f beyond theſe names 
Of chaſte affection, there are dearer ties, 
Still thou art more to me! My raviſh'd heart. 
Dwells on thy heav'nly beauties, and prefers. 
Thy love to all the joys of ſprightly wine, 
Not honey dropping from the luſcious comb 
Exceeds the ſweetneſs on thy balmy lips. 
The vernal ſcents of Lebanon perfume 
Thy 2 veſt with aromatic dews, 2 Tg 


A carmen well inclos'd, a fountain ſeal'd 
From all unholy and prophane acceſs, 
Such is my Love to me: As fertile too, 
As ſome fair orchard crown'd with ev'ry plant 
Grateful i in taſte or ſmell.— Thro' verdant leaves 
The large pomegranate's 15 0 ſcarlet glows, 


While 
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While ſpikenard, caſſia, frankincenſe and myrrhe 


Their humid odours yield: The golden bloom 
Of ſaffrow ſpreads its treaſures to the ſun. 


Bv v chou art fweeter than the flow'ry ſprivg, 
Or bleſt Arabin when her ſpices bloß; | 
Thy mind unſully'd as the cryſtal ſtreams 

That plenteous flow from tow'ring Lebanon. 


HF. 


AwA R, thou north, y Is ſouthern breezes riſe, 
With filken wings your balmy vapour ſpread, 
And open ev'ry aromatie bloom 


— = a a 2 2 * 1 " 


While my Beloved with his 2 * 


nnn 


CHAPTER V. 


J 


# B. 
Comer, my lovely Sifter and my Spouſe ! 
Thoſe ſpicy. groves, and ever-blooming bow'rs 
Invite me often ta their happy ſhades ; 
Balſamic odours and delicious fruits 
With various plenty entertain me here. 


nd WO Jad er =@ was Ao San S mw amw.c.T es 


O cout, my friends, the et is divine 2 
Indulge yourtaſte, and recreate your ſouls 
With heav'nly food, and conſecrated wines, 
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SHE. 


UxweLcome flumbers ſteal upon my ſenſe, 
I fleep, but ſtill my liſt'ning fancy wakes- 
'Tis my beloved ſpeaks, I know the voice: 
My fair, my undefil'd! he gently cries, 
+ Unbolt theſe envious doors; *tis I that call 
For entrance here: My locks with drizly dews, 
And falling moiſture of the night are fill'd. 
My veſture's off, my cruel tongue reply d, 
How can | put it on? My feet new-waſh'd 
How can I groping thro? the dark defile ?? - 


8T11 1 at the door my injur'd Lord attends, 
While on the lock his buſy fingers move : 
Touch'd with a ſoft remorſe, at laſt I riſe, 
Flew to the door; but while with eager haſte 
The faſten'd lock I ſearch, ſweet ſmelling myrrhe 
From ev'ry bolt its precious moiſture ſhed; 
The rich perfume my lover's hands had left. 
With joyful ſpeed the paſſage I unbarr'd, 
But found my viſionary bliſs was gone. 
My ſoul with anguiſh melted when he ſpoke, 
And now with wild diſtraction ſees her guilt, 
I call'd in vain, for there was no reply, 
In vain I ſearch'd, for he was now withdrawn: 
Then penſive wand' ring thro? the ſilent ſtreets, 
The watchmen found me, ard with eruel ſcorn 
Reproach my. honour and unblemiſh'd name. 
The ſcoffing centry took away my veil. 


Bur you, bright maids of Salem, I adjure 
By your own chaſte affections, if you find 


My 
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My Lord, with all your tender eloquence 
Relate the anguiſh-of my love ſick heart, 


3 


IRIS. 


Ixrox u us then, thou faireſt of thy ſex! | 
For whom thoſe melting tears are ſhed in vain ; | 
Tell us with. what peculiar excellence 
r 


She SHE. | | 
Amnonc ten thouſand he diſtinguiſf'd ſtands, 
A ſpotleſs white with roſy bluſhes ſtain'd 
Adorns his face, bright as a cloudleſs morn, 
With crimſon fluſh'd. - In ſhining curls his hair 
Flows graceful down, black as the raven's plumes. 
His eyes, the eyes of doves, ſerene and mild. 
A vernal bloom upon his youthful cheeks 
And balmy lips perpetually reſides. \ 
To what ſhall I: his matchleſs hands compare, 
And ſnowy fingers? whence the circling gems | 
Receive more grace and luſtre than they give. 
His well-ſhap'd legs in juſt proportion riſe, 
Like marblepillars on a baſe of gold. 
Majeſtic and complete his form appears, 
As tow'ring Lebanon with cedars crown'd. 
Perfuafion dwells upon his charming tongue, 
And eloquence divine: Whene'er he ſpeaks 
My ſoul with ecſtaſy attends the ſound. 
He's altogether lovely This is he, 
My friend, my life, and my eternal bliſs !. 
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CHAPTEE 
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CAnATTER VI. 


VIRGINS. 


OU prime of beauty! tell us where to find 
Thy abſent Lord; to what ſequeſter'd ſhade 


Does he retire ? I ET there, 


a 8 . N a 
Fu; fertile gardens are his pleaſing haunts : 


With balmy ſcents and juicy fruits regal'd, 
On flow'ry beds he takes his ſweet repoſe. 


uo abſent new, my well-beloved's mine, 
And I am his:, Immortal love has join'd 
Our conſtant hearts; nor place, nor endleſs lengths 


Of time ſhall e'er the ſacred union break. 


HE. 

821 here ſhe comes but how divinely fair l 
Should Tirza with its lofty turrets riſe, 
Or Salem's golden ſpires the landſcape paint, 
A finer proſpect in her face I view. 
Should armies march along in pompous ranks, 
With enſigns ſpread, and slitt'ring ſpears advanc'd, 
Her glances yet more conqu'ring rays would dart 
O turn away thy bright reſiſtleſs eyes 
They overcome me with their piercing light. 


IT. 


* oy 
* 


| Thy conjples. thus the. 
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As Gilkad's riſing top with flocks adorn'd, 
treſſes grace. 

Not ſheep, new-waſh'd, with ſnowy twins, pen; 
More white and- equal. thay thy poliſþ'd teeth: 
Nor half fo fair the ripe pomegranate's bluſh, 

As that which glows upon thy blooming cheek. 


Unxunp8t'D beauties grace 7udee's court, 
And royal maids their {ay'reign's will attend: 
But thou art one ſelected from the reſt, 
Thy mother's blooming joy and only care. 
The queens and virgins ſa thy matchleſs form, 
Approv'd thy charms, and bleſt thee with their ſmiles. 


Tn v lovely aſpect, as the morning clear, 


Fair as the filver moon, but darting light 


More warm and ſplendid than the mid- 8 ſon! 


| Thy mein majeſlic, as the pampous ſhow | 


Of armics in « proud ape ant march uy 


Aro ve the ſpicy groves and dowry a, 
Delighted with their various ſweets I walk'd, 


Survey 'd the ſpringing plants, the 80 den ay, 


And fair pomegranates in their Tafctous 


But oh! the bleſt ſurprize, when unawares | 


Thy levely form wk the trees I f :? & 
Wing'd with deſire my haſty fteps out-ffew *- 
Aninadab's light chariot in their . 


R gros u, r chanajag Melee, rere 
With me to thoſe inviting ſhades again; 
Our joys the fame as when two armics join'd 


In peaceful leagues, forget their hoſtile claims. 


CHAPTER 


- 
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FD 


CuarTER VII. 


H E. 


HOU lovely offspring of a princely race, 
How graceful is thy mien! Thy ſlender legs 
With buſkins ty'd of ornamental coſt! - 
What juſt proportion ſhines in ev'ry part? 
What artful hand ſuch excellence can trace ? 


LixE ſummer harveſts fruitful, and as fair 
As filyer lillies in their ſnowy pride. 
Her breaſts like twins of young unſpotted roes. 
Her neck an 1v*ry column fitly plac'd. 
But what can match the ſplendor of her eyes ? 
Not Heſpbon's limpid currenf, when the ſun 
Refleted ſparkles on the cryftal wave. 
As Lebanon's high palace, op'ning wide 
In dazzling proſpect to the diſtant hills, 
Such perfect ſymmetry her features boaſt. 
As Carmel's top with plenteous verdure crown'd, 
Her head a flowing length of ſhining hair 
With filken ringlets decks. —Th' enamour'd king, 


Held by her beauty, in the gallery ſtays. 


How fair thou art! how faſhion'd for delight! 
Thy ſtature like the ſhapely palm, thy breaſts 
Like fwelling cluſters of the Juicy vine: 

Ell climb the palm, and with its verdant boughs 
My joyful temples crown ; the juicy vine 


Tux 


Shall with its ſwelling: cluſters pleaſe my taſte. 16 
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Tut vernal ſweetneſs of thy.roſy lips .  . 
The ambient air perfumes ; while in thy voice 
Celeſtial muſte charms my liſt'ning ears: 

Thy voice would ſtay th* invading ſleep of death, 
And wath — — rapture fill che foul. 


28 1 alt K E. 5 N 
W. HA T joy can equal this tranſporting a 
That my Beloved's mine, and IT am his! 
Come, let us to the peaceful village haſte, 
There lodge at night ; and at the early dawn, 
With thee Pll range the ſolitary fields, + 
Obſerve the vineyards, how their branches ſhoot, 
How in its prime the freſh'pomegranate glows ; 
Theſe pleafing ſcenes ſhall tender thoughts inſpire, 
Improve our joys, and ſooth the heav'nly flame. 
Come, lerius haſten to our country ſeat, 
The blooming ſeaſon in its prime appears; 
"The mandrakes atour gates perfume the air; 
Within, what choice autumnal plenty yields, 
Or early ſprings produce, fruits new and old 
Of pleaſing taſte, are all reſerv'd for thee. 


%%% „ ede TEES STS» 
| | CHAPTER VIII. 


SH EB | a 
cov Tall Rb brokers name, 
That tender title would indulge my bliſs ; et 


: | While unreſtrain unreftrain'd by thy ſuperior claims 
| 10 
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Pd lead thee to my mother's rural ſeat, 
And with domeſtic kindneſs treat thee there, 


With ſpicy wines and ſweet pomegranate's juice; 


Then leaning on thy boſom gently reſt, 
While thou ſhould fold me in a chaſte embrace, 


Ve virgin train, I charge you not to wake 
My ſleeping lover from his ſoft repoſe. 


HE. 


Con Me lean, my fair, on this ſupporting arth, 
The care to guide thy gentle ſteps be mine, 
Along this bloomy foreſts winding paths: 


Theſe pleafing ſcenes the pleaſing thought revive, | 


When firit thy mother brought thee to my arms; 
Beneath a ſpreading tree's delightful fade 
I ſaw, and-rais'd thee from the lowly ground. 


SHE. 


ForEve bleſt be that auſpicious hour, 
And may the ſoft impreſſion ne'er be loſt! 
O ſet me as a ſignet on thy heart! 
For love 1s ſtrong as death, and jeatouly 
Relentleſs as the grave; and mine's a flame 


That ſtreams, that ſwelling fountains cannot quench, 


Nor all the ocean 's boundleſs ſtores allay, 


InAvE a ſiſter yet obſcure and young, 
Ahelpleſs orphan; let my gracious prince 
With pity think on her defenceleſs ſtate. 


| 
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Ir worthy of our royal grace ſhe prove, 
A palace rich with filver roofs we'll raiſe, 
Inclos'd with doors of cedar for her guard. 


Sv cn was the favour, fo divinely free, 
That firſt with gentle and propitious eyes 
Beheld my humble charms, and rais'd me thus. 


HE. 

H 1 s vineyard Solomen to keepers lets: 
But mine, intruſted to no hireling's hands, 
With pleafing toil employs my buſy hours, 
And is my conſtant, my peculiar care. 
With thee, my Love, converſing in the ſhades, 
The downy moments wing'd with pleaſure fly; 
Still I could liſten to thy charming voice : 
Thy fair companions too inſtructed hear 
Thy gracious words, and catch the heav'nly ſound. 


7 SHE. 

My Lord! my Life; my fouls eternal bliſs! 
Haſte to my longing arms! fly like the roe, 

Or bounding hart, on Bezher's ſpicy hills! 


PogMs on ſeveral occaſions. 265 


An ODE on VIRTUE. 


I, 


ELESTIAL Virtue, offspring of the ſky, / 
For thee alone I touch the trembling fring: 
Aſſiſt thy modeſt votary, - 
And take the humble incenſe that I bring: 
Excuſe at leaſt the doubtful ſong, ' 
While mortal lays the lofty ſubject wrong. 


IL 


Tay charm, bright Virtue, all mankind confeſs ; 
And ev'n the monſter Vice, 
When ſhe-th* unpractis'd finner would entice, 
To meet his firſt attempt ſhe borrows thy addreſs, 
Is baſhful yet and nice, 
A virgin delicacy ſeems to wear : 
For ſhould her own deformity 
Without diſguiſe appear, 
What doating wretch but would the terror fly? 
What deſp'rate fool, ſhould ſhe unveil her face, 
Would tempt perdition, for the curſt embrace? 


„ 


— 


III. 


PrECEDING times in great examples ſhew 

What human minds, inſpir'd by thee, can do. 

By gen'rous principles and honour led, 

The lovely Syrian, in his blooming age, 

KRefus'd the fond Eg yptian's bed, 

And ſtedfaſtly repuls'd her am'rous rage. 
Vor. I. N Wr 
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IV. 


Wren ancient Tanis in her glory ſtood, 
Proud of her palmy groves and ſacred flood; 
Which gently flowing from its heav'nly ſource, 
Enrich'd her level borders with its courſe : 
Vaſt pyramids, with elevated heads, 
Pointed the plains, and ſtretch'd their ſpiral ſhades 
To diſtant woods, and far extended meads, 
Rich Thebes, devoted to the God of day, 
Stood, like her own reſplendent planet, gay. 
The lofty domes with golden luſtre ſhone, 
An hundred gates adorn'd the pop'lous town ; 
The buildings all were rais'd with wond'rous coſt, 
With filver foliage the high roofs emboſs'd ; 
Well-finiſh'd ſculpture on the walls was ſhewa ; 
For art was here in full perfection known, 

E'er Phidias wrought in Parian ſtone, 
Or Greece her ſkilful Dædalas cuuld boaſt. 
Th' Egyptian court with foft ria vy'd- 

In all her luxury and pride: 
But Pharaob's age no promis'd heir ſupply'd; 
His beauteous daughter all his hopes botray'd, 

To IA, ſhe herſelf had vow'd 

A conſecrated maid : 
The ſacred creſcent on her breaſt ſhe wore, 
Her robe with golden ſtars was ſpangled o'er. 
To Nilus# banks the pious fair, 
Performing holy rites, did now repair; 
When from the ſhore an infant's feeble cries 
Her virgin train ſurprize: 

Among the reeds a lovely boy they faund, 
His temples with an ambient glory crown'd, 
Divine preſages ſparkled in his face, 
Unvulgax beauty, and expreſsleſs grace. 


| 
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The Gods have thus, the joyful princeſs cry'd, 

My father” s wiſhes with an heir ſupply'd. 

Young Mees, her adopted ſon ſhe nam'd ; 

But when his years had reach'd their manly prime, 
The title he diſclaim'd; 

Govern'd by motives more ſublime, 

While heav'nly Virtue his high thoughts inflam'd. 


V. 


B y heav'nly Virtue led, 

Th' Egyptian court, and all its pomp he fled ; 
And wand'ring far away on Midian plains, 
An humble life he choſe among the ſwains. 
In moving lays he taught the rural throng 
Celeſtial truths; while liſ ning tqhis ſtrain, 

The flying winds their breath retain, 
And winding currents ſlowly glide along. 
Of chaos and the world's great birth he ſung, 
How from the word divine the fair creation ſprung. 
High Horeb from his cloudy ſummit heard 
The tuneful ſounds, long e'er the Thraciar bard, 
On Hemus' banks, in potent numbers trove 
A ſavage nation wiſely to improve. 


VI. 


Wu N on Bethoren's plains great Jeſhbua chas'd 

The Amorean kings ; 
Leſt darkneſs o'er their flight her veil ſhould caſt, 
And from his ſword protect them with her wings, 
Forward before his wond”ring troops he ſprung, 
Pois'd in his hand a trembling jav'lin hung; 
Moy'd by an inſtigation all divine, 
Heroic Virtue, the great hint was thine, 

When on the ſparkling ſkies 

The daring warrior fix'd his eyes, 
N 2 Some 
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Some God the ſoldiers i in his face regard, 

While from his lips theſe mighty words they heard. 
Thou ſun, he boldly cry'd, thou ſun, ſtand till; 
Nor ftretch the ſhades on Gibeab's lofty hill; 

And thou, fair moon, retard thy halty fight, 
And gild the vales of Halen at night! 
Aſtoniſh'd nature inſtantly obey'd, 

And in a deep ſuſpenſe the heav*nly motions ſtay'd, 


VII. 


No x leave the tuneful heroine un- nam'd, 

Ye virgin muſes, who her breaſt inflam'd, 

Virtue no brighter votary can boaſt, - 
No brighter names in all her liſt appear; 

The warrior's crown, and poct's wreath ſhe claim'd, 
She touch'd the lyre, and ſhook the pointed ſpear, 

The life and glory of the Hetrexw hoſt : 

Old Kiten to her aid his billows brought, 

And on her ſide the marſhall'd planets fought. 


VIII. 
Tut Mae ſubdu'd, a d Echatana raz'd ; 
The haugh'y Per, ith treſh laurels grac'd, 
To Jerdan's banks his num'rous forces led. 
Wide as the eaſtern rule is ſpread, 
The diſtant realms his glad aſſiſtants come: 
From Serica, and Oxus? borders ſome, 
From Indus and imperial Ganges ſhores, 
And where IJaxartes rapid current roars, 
The hardy race on wild Hyrcania bred, 
Advanc'd with bold intrepid breaſts, 
The tall Armenians with their waving crells, 
And Parthians with their backward bows, 
A dreadful ſcene on Hebror's plains diſcloſe. 
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But none in courage or in ſplendor vy'd 
With the gay troops that left the flow'ry fields, | 
Where royal Ula: rolls his cryſtal tide; 
Their helmets gold, and gold their blazing ſhields, 
With dancing plumes and Yyrian ſcarves, from far 
They ſhone the pride and terror of the war : 4 
With airy feet their courſers ſpurn'd the plains, 
In filver trappings deck'd; 
With filver curbs and ſcarlet reins 
Their fiery rage their graceful riders check'd. 
Incamp'd before the ſacred hill they lay, 
Where Salem's lofty tow'rs their ſtrength diſplay. 


IX, 

WII z to their great forefather's aid 
With ſtedfaſt zeal the ſons of Iyael pray'd ; 
Phe potent pray'r prevails; a Hebrew dame 
By Heav'n was deſtin'd to the great event, 
To fix a ſcandal on th* Mirian name, 
A lafting ſcandal; and immortal ſhame. 
Led by the mighty impulſe, Judith went 
Undaunted to the Perſian leader's tent; 
The chief with wonder gazes on the fair, 
Her geſture free, engaging all ber air. 

A nice reſerve and modeſt pride 
. Chaſten'd the native ſoftneſs in her looks deſcry'd. 
Her features nobly turn'd, her cheeks diſcloſe 
A freſher bluſh than paints the blooming roſe. 
Her eyes were black, and black her ſhining hair; 
Black as the midnight clouds, which ſometimes grace 
With checquer'd ſhades the moon's reſplendent face ; 
Part to the ſight was in looſe curls expos'd, 

The reſt a ſpangled caul inclos'd : 
N 3 To. 
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To that a white tranſparent veil was join'd, 
Which negligently hover'd to the wind. 
With envious art a ſhade of fineſt lawn 
Was o'er her ſwelling boſom drawn. 
A ſparkling diamond hung at either ear, 
Ang rubies round her ſwelling neck appear. 
Her robes were coſtly filk, and ev'ry fold 
Vary'd with blue and winding ſtreaks of gold. 
She ſoon protection and redreſs obtain'd ; 
While from the Per/ian chief 
Her moving words procur'd belief, 
And eaſy credit gain'd. 
A rich pavilion to his own adjoin'd, 
Was to the fair that night aſſign'd, 
Aſſur'd from all a juſt reſpect to find, 
The charming Hebrew with her maid retir'd, 
And left the gen'ral with her beauty fird ; . 
But gentle ſleep his am'rous cares-appene'd, 
While thro” the camp the midnight riot ceas'd. 
Darkneſs and filence now combine 
To favour Jadisb in her great defign. 
Undaunted Virtue fill'd her breaſt 
Undaunted Virtue her whole ſoul poſſeſt; 
While by a glimm'ring taper led, 
She found the ſleeping warrior's bed: 
His ſword with an audacious air ſhe took, 
And freed her nation at one noble Spoke, 


| X. 
By Grecian heroes wonders have been done, 
And laſting fame for great atchievements won; 
But all they tell wild fictions prove, | 
Of fated armor, and aſlitiing 7ove, 
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No partial Goddeſs to Achilles brought 

A ſpear and ſeven- fold ſhield by Vulcan wrought. 

No Pallas to the field Atrides led, 

Nor grac'd the chariot with young Diomed, 

When from his raging ſword the Trojans fled ; 
But Virtue own'd the Argive's cauſe, 

Avenging breach of faith and hoſpitable laws: 

Their beſt ſucceſs was owing ſtill to thee, 

Their-proſp'rous Genius thou, and aiding Deity, 


XI. 
Ar ancient Rome thy name was long ador'd, 
For thee they drew, for thee they ſheath'd the ſword. 

Great Numa oft' convers'd with thee, 

Amidſt the gloomy night's ſolemnity. 

While the pale moon with ſilver beams _ 
Chequer'd the ſhades, and glimmer'd on the ſtreams, 
Egeria or Urania, nymphs divine, 

He oft” invok'd by ſome clear ſountain's fall: 

However nam'd, the lovely form was thine 
That anſwer'd ſtill his call; 

From thee he learn'd by gentle arts t aſſwage 

The Sabines ſullen hatred, and the Roman rage 

Nor Faunus gave (as ſtory tells) 

The peaceful prince fantaſtic ſpells; 

To charm fierce lion's from their prey, 

Or ſwelling torrents in their banks to ſtay ; 
To turn the lightning! s fatal force, 
Or break the raging thunder's courſe, 

Theſe great effects, celeſtial Piety, 

Theſe great effects belong alone to thee. 


XII. 
M 4 NLIUS and great Camillus owe to thee 


Their fame and glorious immortality. 
N 4 Horatius 
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Horatius fought by thee ſuſtain'd, 
When ſingly he th' unequal war maintain'd ; 
In vain to paſs the bridge the Ty/cars ſtrove, 
Backward whole ſquadrons with his ſpear he drove ; 
Fix'd as his country's guardian God, 
On Tyber's banks the hero ſtood, 
And ſtain'd the foaming ſtream with hoſtile blood. 


XIII. 


Ix vain ill omens would Flaminius fright ; 
In vain his courſer, with unuſual fears, 

Still backward from the fight 

The furious warrior bears; 

Unmanag'd o'er the wide campaign ke flew, 
And from his ſeat the daring rider threw; 

The daring rider mounts again, 
And urg'd the battle on the deſtin'd plain: 
Unterrify'd with Hanni bal's great name, 

And full of martial flame, 

Still foremoſt on the glitt' ring ſpears he preſt. 
The Roman Genius, for his life diſtreſt, 
With a prodigious earthquake ſhook the 83 
The violent force 
Pour'd back the rivers to their inmoſt ſource, 
Revers'd the floods, and chang'd their native couiſe. 
Thrice from the ſkies portentous thunders ſound, 
And thrice ill-boding lightnings blaz'd around; 
Nor earthquakes, lighthings, nor the thund'ring ſkies, 
A breaft with Virtue guarded can ſurprize: 
Still reſolute and bold, 
Flaminius on the the thickeſt dangers flies, 


And bravely met the fate the warning Gods foretold. 
XIV. Ie 


* 
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XIV. 
Ir ever praiſe to Roman worth was due, 
If ever Virtue could diſtinction claim, 
Great Scipio, thy illuſtrious name 
Shall ſtand the foremoſt in the liſts of fame, 
And future times thy triumphs ſhall renew. 
The conduct of Fabritius age. 
And young Minutius* martial rage, 
In thee were eminently found : 
With all that men revere, or Heav'n applauds, 
Thy glorious life was crown'd. 
Rome's mighty empire ſeem'd alone on thee 
Dependent for ſecurity: 
Without thee, ev'n her boaſted Gods 
Had ill defended their own gay abodes. 
Whatever wreaths at Thebes or n 
Whatever fame at Salamis obtain'd, 
Or to Arbella's fatal field; 
Their moſt illuſtrious deeds to thine muſt yield. 
Nor waſt thou in thy public life more great, 
Than in thy laſt retreat 
To the Linternian ſhades, thy humble ſeat, 
In all things thou waſt modeſt ſtill, and brave, 
Neither to Vice, nor Virtue's ſelf a ſlave ; 
Virtue was choice, delib'rate choice, in thee, 
Not philoſophic pride, nor dull neceſſity. 


XV. 
BxicaT Goddeſs, what reſiſtleſs charms are thine, 
That men for thee all human things forego, 
And willingly reſign 
The deareſt ties and ſofteſt names below? 
By what ſtrange arguments doſt thou engage 


Un-; 
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Unpractis'd youth, and ſpiritleſs old age, 
To brave, for thee, the fierceſt tyrant's rage? 
Bright Goddeſs, thou the cauſe alone canſt tell, 
And all the ſacred myſtery reveal. 
Tis done! immortal light without controul 
Comes ruſhing like a mighty torrent on my ſoul. 
Tranſporting ſcenes are open'd to my eyes, 
I ſee the inmoſt glories of the ſkies ; 
I ſee the bright diſtinguiſh'd crown, 
That led the conqu'ring martyrs on; 
9 walk among the manßons of the Gods, 
The ſoft receſſes, and the bleſt abodes 
I trace the happy vales and lightſome plaing, 
Where pleaſure, -peace and love triumphant reigns: 
'Thro? all the region round 
The end feſtival, and nuptial fongs 
erpetually reſound. | 
— rr the reſt, 
And by immortal tongues 
Alone to be expreſt. 
All hail, ye ſeourges, flames and tort'ring wheels ! 
Your force no more the ſhiw' ring fancy feels. 
Enligten'd thus, Romames try d 
The tyrant's utmoſt cruelty and pride. 
Lucius, with theſe bright proſpects fir'd, 
And young Hormi/da, their tormentors tir'd ; 
Rhea and Diony/ia trampled down 
Oppoſing hell, and gain'd the martyr's crown. 


XVII. 


Wirz arts more fatal Decius ſtrove 
Nicetas fartitude to move, 


- 
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In a delicious garden's ſoft retreat 
I be youth was gently laid, 
Wrapt in a ſilken net, 

A flow'ry couch beneath him ſpread, | 
Where fragrant jeſſ*mins lent a grateful ſhade : 
A dying breeze, a fountain's eaſy fall, | 
Mix'd with melodious birds, for gay delights did call, 
While a young harlot, in the tempting pride 
Of airy life and wanton beauty, 'try'd 

With guilty blandiſhment and art, 

Obſcene careſſes and licentious ſong, 

To poiſon with contagious flames his heart, 
To tempt the faint his holy vows to wrong ; 
Unconquer'd yet the youthful ſaint remain'd, 
And all her proffer'd charms and lewd addreſs diſdain'd. 


| XVIII. 
FULALI1A4 he ſtern tribunal preſs'd, 
And boldly there the Chriſtian faith profeſs'd : 
The ſavage judge ſuſpends her doom, 
Touch'd with her dawning charms and early bloom. 
To Jowe's high ſhrine they led the tender maid ; , 
The prieſt in his fantaſtic pomp array'd, 
A golden cenfer brought, 
With conſecrated odours fraught, 
Which fiercely from his hand the virgin caught ; 
Beneath her feet the ſmoking gums ſhe trod, 
Derides the bigot, and inſults his God: 
Unmov'd the ſenſeleſs idol ſtands, 
With uſeleſs thunder in his paſſive hands: 
But all their rage his wild adorers ſhow, 
And in their crueky 
Surpaſs'd the fiends below, 


Their 


276 PoE Ms on ſeveral occaflons. 


Their ſcourges, pincers, and their racks they try'd ; 
By more than human fortitude ſuſtain'd, " 
The ſuf ring maid her conſtancy retain'd. 
Be all the pow'rs of death and hell defy'd ! 
Yeur malice can no more, ſhe faintly cry'd, 
And ſmiling on her curſt rormentors, dy'd. 
XIX. 

Nox Virtue with preceding times is loſt, 
Nor Rome alone illuſtrious names can boaſt; 
The charming GodCeſs has not left the ſtage, 
A thouſand great examples grace the pxeſent age: 
But Virtue ne'er with brighter pomp was ſeen, 
Nor wore a nobler form than in the Britiſ Queen. 

Trov art thy own immenſe reward, 

Should man no future ſtate regard: 
Were fields of light; and gay ethereal plains, 
The ſanguine flights of viſionary brains; 

The happy mind, poſſeſs'd of thee, 
Would find unmingled joy, and true felicity. 
Were there no gloomy ſhores, no burning lakes, 
No chains of darkneſs, nor infernal racks ; 
Were hell a wild enthuſiaſtic dream, 
A ſtateſman's trick, a poet's lying theme, 

A pious fraud, a black deceit _ 
Of mercenary prieſts, the world to cheat ; 
Yet ſtill within itſelf a guilty mind 
The emphaſis of ev'ry plague woyld find. 
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